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“Imagine! Dan Cupid’s Ablest Assistant— 


and yet you can’t land 


aman of your own!” 
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“Wake up, Darling! Your column helps a 
lot of lovelorn damsels reach the altar. But 
Romance gives you the run-around ’cause 
a come-hither smile and tender gums don’t 
go together! Even the copy boy can tell you 
about ‘pink tooth brush’!” 


““Gosh—me advise you? That’s the toughest 
assignment I ever had! But your friend’s 
got the straight dope! In grade school, we 
learned that gum care is as important as 
cleaning our teeth. We even had classroom 
drills in gum massage.” 








Editions 
rolled off 
the presses 
—then one 
evening . 





“These are the facts, young lady! Soft foods “Hurray—for my frank friends and my den- 


(Unpublished thoughts of a Heart-Throb Columnist.) “Writing 
are apt to rob gums of needed stimulation. tist! It’s massage with Ipana for my gums— about love was never like this! But it’s sad to think how many 
That’s why I advise massaging the gums every from now on. My teeth are brighter already! girls miss out on romance, for lack of a sparkling smile. What 
time you brush your teeth.” (Note: Recent I like Ipana’s fresh taste. And that tingle as a shame—when the daily use of Ipana and massage can help so 
survey shows dentists prefer Ipana for per- I massage my gums seems to say: ‘You're much. A sparkling smile is a passport to happiness—if you 
sonal use 2 to 1 over any other dentifrice.) heading for a brighter smile, young lady’.” 


want the opinion of a gal who’s tried it!” 
Help keep your gums firmer, your teeth brighter — your smile more sparkling with Ipana and Massa 
gums. Each time you brush your teeth with 


[pana, massage a little more Ipana onto 
your gums. You'll notice a pleasant, in- 


“MIRST TIME you see “pink ”’ on your tooth 
| brush see your dentist without delay. 
He may simply tell you your gums are 
“lazy’’—grown weak and sensitive because vigorating “‘tang’’—exclusive with Ipana 
today’s soft foods have robbed them of and massage—that tells you circulation 
vigorous exercise and chewing they need is waking up within the gums, helping to 
for health. And like so many dentists make the tissues firmer and stronger. 
today, he may suggest “the helpful stimu- 


lation of [pana Tooth Paste and Massa a 
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Start now to make Ipana and massage a 
daily habit. With the aid of this sensible, 


modern dental routine, help yourself to 


{ 





‘ ct of Bristol-Myers — Made in Canad 
For Ipana is specially designed not only ] / anada 
to clean teeth thoroughly but, when used 


A Pro 
have firmer gums, brighter teeth, au more IP N A OO H 
with massage, to help the health of the sparkling, attractive smile. A £ ; ] 
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_. SHEETS + PILLOW CASES - SETS 


, In Chustmas Packages 


et, Bak <= JUST THE GIFTS for a wartime Christmas; & 














beautiful, useful and economical Wabasso 
sheets, pillow cases and sets appropriately 


wrapped for gifts. 


Six colours . . . Blue, Gold, Green, Rose, 
Mauve and Peach are used, and your store 
will show you the different types of borders, 
inserts and hem-stitching. Ask for these lovely 


Wabasso Gift Packages when you shop. 






WABASSO SET KILDONAN... 
A coloured insert in both sheets 
and pillow cases with two rows 










WABASSO SET MANITOU... ...Special Christmas Box; of hem-stitching. Available in Blue 
have. the set has a coloured border with a single row of hem- Gold; Green; Rese, Peach or Mauve. 


stitching on both pillow cases and sheet. Choice of 
colours—Blue, Gold, Green, Rose, Peach or Mauve, — 











MacMillan, 
the To- 
ronto Symphony orchestra. 


Sir Ernest 
conductor of 


types of relaxation and 
refreshment. Concert 


have been notably high, not only in 


similar 
attendances 


Canada but also in war-torn England. 
Sir Henry Wood has recently 
pleted his season of 
Promenade Concerts in London, with 
6,000 


com- 
forty-second 
an average attendance ol 
or more, and, due to popular demand, 
having to extend the regular season 
by a full month! 

Dr. Malcolm 


touring the musk 


has been 
halls of England 
and Scotland with the London 
Philharmonic | Orchestra, 
twelve symphony concerts in each 
town per week. Commenting on the 
enthusiastic Dr. Sargent 
said: “‘No remark could please me 
one of the stage 


aiter 2a 


Sargent 


giving 


response, 


more than that of 
hands in Glasgow 
concert, said to me, ‘You know, Doc, 


who, 


you’re going over real big. Your only 
rivalonthe halls isGeorge Formby.’”’ 
The Philharmonic 


lates that on one occasion there was 


ct ynductor re- 


an air-raid warning just before they 


commenced Beethoven’s Seventh. 


He turned to the audience and said, 
“You know, you may all be blown 
sky high: I may be blown sky high; 
the building. It’s 


to re lize 


the orchestra; 


a wonderful thing there’s 
only one thing here that cannot be 
destroved, that will last forever.” 
He picked up his 


score and con- 


tinued, “‘Here is! The music of 


Beethoven. And | feel we cannot do 


tter than pl and listen to it.’”’ 
better than play and lsten to it. 


WHY CAN we not make similar use 
of our Canadian musical organiza- 


} 


have pecen 


tions which built up 
through the generous and enthusiastic 
and now stand ready 


fulfillment of a 


clfort of a few, 


as instruments fot 


reat purpose? What use are we 
roing to make of these valuable 
instruments, and otf music gene rally, 
to put fresh heart and life into our 


peopl who are lacing a lon rand hard 


strugele; to promote a national 


consciousness very much needed in 


Canada, now threatened by racial 


and sectional divisions: to 


} 
Dring 





Canada's outstanding musical 

authority affirms his belief that 

music can be a weapon of war 
as well as refreshment for 
the spirit. 


before our young people and to 
preserve for the world that they will 
have to the mighty 
thoughts of the great composers 
whose civilizing influence, rightly 
directed, can be no less powerful than 
that of Shakespeare, Michelangelo 
and the great men of science? 


reconstruct, 


, 


Here are a few suggestions: 

(1) Special concerts for industrial 
and other worke rs, in suitable places 
and at low prices, with tickets dis- 


tributed in blocks through the 
management of various firms. to 
their employees. Similar privileges 
could be arranged for members of the 
fishting forces. 

(2) Sponsored visits of leading musi- 
cal organizations and smaller con- 
cert parties to industrial areas 
beyond the effective reach of the 


large r centres, 
. : , p 
(3) Extension of special concerts 
that the 
develop 


for young people, so 


younger generation may 


discrimination in its tastes and be 
assured of a safe emotional outlet 
at acritical age. 


(4) A 


cultivation of 


definite policy for the 
musical and other 
with allies. A 


mighty flood of music is pouring out 


cultural ties our 
of Russia even since Hitler’s attack: 
we should hear in Canada as much 
of it as possible. We should 


know a great deal more than we do 


also 
of the music of our Latin-American 
neighbors—some of the most notable 
music of the present day comes from 
our ally, Brazil. 

(5) We should make much greater 
Canadian music 


We have less 


to offer than some other countries, 


efforts to ensure 


be ing heard elsew here. 


t 
l 


: j 
but we needn’t be too modest abou 


displaying our wares. Though 


we hesitate to use the word “‘propa- 
ganda,” which smells of Dr. Goebbels, 
we must overcome this inhibition and 
“sell” our (¢ 


Canadian ideas to others. 


do more to inada and 
lo nes lect 
music in making any such efforts is 


sheer blindness. 


THESE ARE only a few of the 
purely utilitarian uses of music. 
Behind and beyond these is the 


fact that music is a medium through 
which great men of past and present 
Preserving music, 


ages speak to us, 


' 
through 


preserving it vitally per- 
formance and not merely on dusty 
shelves in libraries, means _ pre- 
serving a notable part of that great 


heritage ol civilization for which our 
brothers-in-arms are fighting. 
May the spirit of music come to 


lives as it pe 


i 


permeate all our 


meates the Christ mas season! + 
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*— Does your One face cream 


do All these Four things? 


e 









I bring your skin 
4 aids to beauty in 
a single jar of cream! 


oy Lae Cale 


S RELY you aren't using a lot of dif- 


ferent kinds of creams and lotions 


in times like these! 





But are you sure the one cream you 
use takes care of the 4 vital needs of 
your skin? Is it just a cleansing cream 
and nothing more? Is it just a soften- 
ing cream and nothing more? 


Today more than ever the face cream 
for which you spend your money must 
do what I call a “wartime job.” It must 
help prevent the dryness that often 
causes wrinkles and tiny lines. It must 
banish the three worst enemies of your 


Is your skin 

dry and flaky? 

Lady Esther 4-Purpose 
Face Cream softens your 
skin—relieves dryness 
and flaking. 





skin: grease, grime and grit—especially 





if you are doing war work and expos- 
ing your skin to these dangers. 


Do you have Does these 4 things for your skin 
blackheads ? 

Lady Esther 4-Purpose 
Face Cream thoroughly 


‘ cleans out the tiny 
3 ? mouths of the pores 


You can count on Lady Esther 4-Pur- 
pose Cream alone to keep your skin 
fresh, radiant and attractive—no mat- 
ter how busy you are, no matter how 


< little time you have for beauty these 
le days! This one scientific face cream 


brings you 4 vital aids to beauty! 
Every time you use Lady Esther 
1-Purpose Face Cream (1) it thor- 
oughly, but gently, cleanses your skin 
(2) it softens your skin, relieves dry- 
ness (3) it refines the pores (4) it 


leaves a perfect, non-sticky base for 


Tiny lines 
around eyes? 
Lady Esther 4-Purpose 


I ace 


away those little lines 


Cream smooths 





due to dryness 


your powder and make-up. 
Get your jar—today 

F “9 Do you have Iry Lady Esther 4-Purpose Face 
- big pores? Cream! Try it and see how much this 
a Lady Esther 4-Purpos one scientific cream does for the health 
. 4 Face Cream works u and beauty of your skin. Get a jar to- 
¢ ree neee day—and see how much fresher and 

: —e lovelier your skin looks tomorrow! 
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LISTERINE-Quick! 


It may nip the trouble in the bud 


T the first sign of chill, or sneeze, 
start gargling with this wonderful 
antiseptic. 

Excitement, fatigue, raw temperatures, 
cold feet, may lower body resistance so 
that threatening germs can invade the 
tissue and set up or aggravate an infection, 


Nature Needs Help 


Then, if ever, Nature needs a helping 
hand to keep such germs under control 

. to help prevent a “mass invasion” 
when defenses are down. 

That’s why it is wise to gargle with 
full strength Listerine Antiseptic at the 
first hint of trouble. 


Listerine reaches way back on throat 


surfaces to kill millions of germs... in- 
cluding hosts of the very “secondary in- 
vaders” that many specialists believe to 
be responsible for so many of a cold’s 
troublesome aspects. Actual tests showed 
reductions of bacteria on mouth and throat 
surfaces ranging to 96.7 per cent 15 min- 
utes after the Listerine Antiseptic gargle 
and up to 80% one hour after. 


At the First Sign of Trouble 


If you feel chilly, under par, 
have the sniffles and your throat 
feels irritated, gargle at once 
with Listerine Antiseptic and 
repeat every 3 hours. You may 





cold and a painful sore throat. 


spare yourself a nasty siege of 


Musie 


By SIR ERNEST MACMILLAN 
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De rin and I stmas 
music will soon be heard in 
our churches, ts and homes. 


Christmas without music would be 

aor ie 1 

indeed a colorless season perhaps 
: 

ven a depressing one 


But, t! ough the bells may not ve 
ring out in their fullest and richest 
tones, the glad tidir gs that peace has 
come on earth to men of good will, 
their message will come as a proph« Cy 
of that happier time, and glad carols 
will remind us that there Is some- 
thing more vital and enduring In 
store for humanity than war, cruelty 
and butchery 

The voice of music is the voice of 
prophecy. That is 


an endurin 
! ° I | 
hy in the midst ot so much 


tribulation and desolation, we find 
it consoling and inspiring. Every 
warring nation has found music 
necessary. It has been put to count- 
less uses in connection with war 
ciforts. 

Three years ago many of us fel 
that war was such a grim and grisly 
business that all suggestions o 
more glamorous side—the whol 
pageantry of war, including military 
music—should be soft-pedalled. Ou: 
soldiers had few really in spiring songs 
to cheer them on their way. They 
bodies ol men 


| 


streets, thosc 


were SINE ularly silent 
who passed along Oul 


young recruits. Wi felt it to be a 


t—and the spectacle of so 


(Papi wh 


much youth prepared for sacrifice 


must alwavs be tragic. But we might 
have given them something more 
inspuing than the fatalistic “‘1t 


” 


must be. 


IN ENGLAND it was found that, 
air raids or no air raids, people 
could not get on without enter- 
tainment and music. Our astute 
cnemics used every possibl means 
to stimulate the war spirit and 


The Nazi 


youth sang himself into battle, and 


morale of their people. 


poisonous Nazi propaganda’ was 


surrounded by musical broadcasts, 


' ‘ ‘ 
‘ I the attention of the foreigner 
nereasing degree we have been 
fs + ta ‘ 
Ircee to take a leaf ou ot our 
a on . 
enemies book, Our great ally, 


Russia needed no such lesson. lI 


were possible to measure how mucl 
of the splendid resistance of the 
Russiat : i 

.ussian people S owed Lo he 
inspiring power of music, we would 


; ; 
probably be quite amazed, 


Musical activity is being carried on 
in some countries in spite ol the 
most adverse circumstances. I[ am 
told that China has, since 1937, 
established three symphony orch- 
estras, and perhaps the most 
striking instance of all—in constant- 
ly bombarded Malta twelve students 
wrote on musical examinations last 
spring. 

Within the last two years especially 
England has found in music a 
mighty weapon of war. It is much 
more than a relaxation. The British 
Industrial Health Research Board 
expe rimented on the value of phono- 
graph music in war factories, and 
demonstrated that production by 
this means was increased from two to 
cleven per cent. Che idea is spread- 


l 


ing to Canada and the United States. 


| have visited ndustries where musik 


is piped through the plants fo 
occa ional half-hour periods, and 
everyone | spoke to-—management 
and workers alike—agreed that 


acted as an excellent pick-m«¢ “up. 


‘THE EFFECT of most of our music- 
making is not to be measured in 
terms of industrial production, but 
there is not the slightest doubt that 
the effect is there. I wonder how 
many of us have stopped to think 
how much energy and productive 
power Is infused into the throngs 
ot people from all walks ot life whi " 


week by week, attend symphony 


concerts. Such energy is bound to 


translate itself 


» IN greater ol less 
degree, into everyday work, Just 


as the human body in a dry hot 
climate craves water, so does the 


human ‘pirit, in time of stress and 








The SAFE ANTISEPTIC ; : 
t excelient quality, 


MADE IN CANADA often of most 


to eliort, seem to crave music. and 





By Olga L. Rosmanith 


Illustrated by Jack Bush 


HE WIDOW MIRIAM had been an orphan 
before marriage, and now she lived alone with 
her one son Jeremy. Their living was lean, but 
Miriam had a way of conserving her goods and making 
much of little, so that Jeremy knew nothing of want 
and indeed fared better than in loveless prosperity. 
Miriam’s house was set apart from the village, built 
snug in the lee of a hillside. There was a long chamber 


below and a flat roof for summer sleeping above. Jeremy 


liked the hot nights. He craved heat for his frail under- 
sized body, and he liked Iying on his bedroll on the roof, 
gazing spellbound at the universe of stars. He would 
gaze at them till his eyelids fell. They streamed their 
mystic silver through his dreams. 

Now the nights were chill and they lived all the time 
downstairs. In the shadows against the walls were set 
the big clay bins holding wheat, figs and lentils beside 
the jars of oil, honey and water. In the centre of the 
room was the heavy oaken table Jeremy’s father had 
made the week before he died. By day Miriam stood 
there, straight and graceful, rolling out honey cakes 
or kneading dough for the rough wheaten bread with 
the flour powdering her strong olive-brown arms. A red 
earthen oil vessel shaped like a fishing boat in which a 
yellow flame wavered stood on it by night. 

Jeremy had had a lonely day. Miriam had gone far 
afield to sell the goat’s milk. She had spent the after- 
noon at the stream washing clothes. At sundown she 
had stayed gossiping at the well when she went to fill 
the water jar. Jeremy had ground corn for her in the 
hand mill. 


His arms had little strength and he had 


ground it slowly, so the labor had filled the morning 
hours. After that he had tossed a little corn on the floor 

a very little—to tempt the birds across the doorsill to 
keep him company. A vain white dove with coral-red 
feet had eaten it all quickly and greedily and flown 
away again. In the afternoon he had heard the voices 
on the hillside—far and faint—of the village boys. He 
had been weighed down in spirit with the misfortune 
of his infirmity when his mother came home. 

But his father had told him it was not the courage 
of a man to speak to her of these dark moments, and he 
did not speak of them now. He sat up on his bedroll and 
watched her lower the red water vessel from her 
shoulder to the floor. She sighed audibly as she did so. 
Jeremy said, “Are you very tired, mother?” 

She straightened up with a hand at her back and he 
saw her face gleam in the blue dusk smiling at him. 
“Not too tired to keep my promise, Jeremy.” 

She put a dipper in the oil jar, filled the lamp, stirred 
the smoldering hearth embers into flame, lit a rag there 
and fired the oil with it. Jeremy laughed aloud when he 
saw her monstrous shadow dip and sway across the 
ceiling. i 
Miriam bent over him and pressed his small thin head 


against her cheek. “*What would I do without you, 


Jeremy?” 

“But I am no use to you, mother.” 
“Oh, my darling—darling child. I can pay with a few 
fleeces and May lambs for a herder on the hill, but 
what wealth is enough to buy a heart’s treasure?” 


She patted the thick black curls of his head and 
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LOVELINESS 


BY APPOINTMENT 


She has that clear, natural loveliness known far 


and wide as the English complexion— a fairness 


which owes much to the Yardley English Lavender 


and Yardley Beauty Preparations. If you would 


know why, then wear the Yardley Lavender 


- he delicate flawlessness of Yardley 
English Complexion Powder will guard 
your complexion indoors and out — 
and touch your skin ever so subtly 
with “Bond Street” perfume. $1.25 


Here is a rich, soft cream you'll adore 
both for cleansing and for the perfect 
powder base it forms. Its touch is price- 
lessly gentle. Ask for Yardley English 
Complexion Cream. $1.25 


BY YARDLEY 


ON,S 


no matter what the occasion may be—and form 
the habit of depending on the few simple Yardley 
Beauty Preparations for your own beauty care. 
They are always ready for you—at all good drug 


and department stores. 


Yardley English Lavender is gay! It Yardley English Lavender Soap yields a lather 
is youthful — and sweetly innocent most miraculously fine, and, equally miracu 
in its informal appeal. Wear it lously, one tablet lasts so very, very long. 35¢ 
always. ..everywhere. fi5¢ to $15.50 a large cake, 5 for $1.00 
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Miriam and Jeremy knelt marvelling before | 
the drama in the stable, the like of which — 
no man in his lifetime would see again-. 


* 
> 
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seated herself at the loom by the table. Jeremy 
watched her every movement, his eyes dancing with 
eagerness. She was just about to finish the weaving 
of the blue blanket. 

At last Miriam took it off the loom, finished it off 
and brought it over to him. Jeremy reached out for 
it, dug his hungry fingers in its thistledown softness 
and buried his face in it with a shout of pleasure. 

Miriam pulled it away, shook it out and tucked it 
round him. “‘There,” she said, “‘you’ll be warm these 
cold nights and not weighed down. I sheared the wool 
from the little lambs’ backs and it weighs 
no more than a handful of feathers.” 

“I like the color,” said Jeremy, stroking 
it. “Blue like the sky.” 

Miriam had also washed the grease from 
the wool, teased, combed and carded it and 
dyed it herself. It was a small blanket, for 
Jeremy was a very small boy. He was seven 
years old, but he could not run in the 
sunlight and grow strong and tall matching 
his strength with the other boys. His spine 
had been injured in infancy, and his legs were twisted 
and stunted. Eben, the village carpenter, had cleverly 
fashioned two sticks for him to swing himself about 
on, but Jeremy said they hurt his armpits and he 
could not get used to them. Miriam knew he disliked 
them because the village children laughed when they 
saw him coming and loudly shouted, “Here comes the 
stork t 

She bit her lip. “Well,” she said, “is it as nice as you 
thought it would be?” 

Jeremy looked up from his new possession, thin 
cheeks flushed, his black eyes full of light. 

“Oh, mother, mother—I know it’s better than any 
on the king’s bed. I will keep it forever and ever= 
till I’m very old,” He flung his arms round her knees. 
“Thank you, thank you, mother.” 

Miriam knelt on the floor to embrace his frail tan- 
small body, and tears swam in her eyes. She was 
grateful for the blessing of a son to love and the shelte: 
of her home and the tiny flock of goats and sheep 
that gave them independence. But her happiness 
was bitter-sweet. Jeremy felt her tears on his cheek. 
“Don’t worry, mother,” he said stoutly. “I'll be 
strong when I grow up. I will watch the flocks on the 
hill and shear the sheep and milk the goats and take 
the lambs to market. When I’m twelve I'll be a man.” 

Miriam laughed gaily lest she should weep of the 
stab at her heart. “Darling child, | know you will. 
Now we have worked we shall eat our supper.” 

She went to the hearth and raked the embers to- 
gether till the flames shot up clear yellow to heat the 
rice and meat in the earthenware cooking vessel. 

The house was closed because the swift darkness 
had fallen, and now it was December the nights were 
chill. A heavy rap fell on the door, wood on wood, the 
familiar knock of a shepherd’s crook. Miriam paused 
with the fire-rod in her hand, startled that Ozias should 
disturb them at this hour, but she cried out to him, 
**Enter.” 

A tall tow-haired youth in striped tunic and worn 
sheepskin entered at her bidding, and Miriam saw at 
once that he was not himself. His eyes were wide with 
the pupils dilated, and he was agitated and strange in 
manner. He grasped her roughly by the arm. “Come 
quickly, mistress, come and look—” 

Miriam freed herself with decisive gentle dignity. 











“Tlave you wine in you, Ozias, that you thus forget 
yourself?” 

The youth was breathless as if from running. 

“There is magic abroad in the night,” he panted. 
“And a new star in the heavens. If I failed to call you, 
mistress, you would chide me tomorrow.” 

Miriam laughed ruefully. ‘“‘New star! Really 
Ozias, there is no hope for you. Again the flock 
wanders while you dally with the travellers at the 
inn 

The look in his eyes stopped her. He was not 
intoxicated, It was a wild look, half terror, 
half ecstasy—the look of a simple untutored 
youth who had seen glory. His hand was on 
her arm again, and she did not shake it 
away. “Listen, mistress—we were sitting 
on the hill in the darkness after sundown, 
when on a sudden we were all bathed in 
golden light and there was an angel in our 
midst 

Miriam did not smile, but she said 
cautiously, ‘‘ Now wait, Ozias. What makes 
you think this stranger was an angel?” 

‘Oh, mistress, there was not any doubt. With my 
own eves I saw him, tall as the giant cedar behind 
Joab’s mill. He walked the air over the backs of the 
sheep and disturbed them not. He was shining with a 
light too great to look on. W e were Sore afraid and fell 
with our faces on the ground. Then he spoke with a 
voice like unto music that melted the heart to water 
in the body, ‘Fear not, for I bring you tidings of great 
joy, Which shall be to all people. For unto you is born 
this day in the City of David a Savior which is Christ 
the Lord. And this shall be a sign unto you. Ye shall 
find the babe wrapped in swaddling clothes and lying 
ina manger.’” 

“A manger?” said Miriam, still doubtful. “For 
Christ the Lord. Are you sure he said a manger?” 

QOzias swayed and leaned on his crook. “‘I] am not 
sure of anything, mistress. It was too sudden —too 
bright—too frightening. We looked up when he told 
us‘ Fear not’ and thesky was filled with shining people 
and music of harps and voices sweeter than ever heard, 
singing and chanting and praising God.” 

“| heard nothing at all, Ozias,”’ said Miriam. 

“Do not doubt me, mistress. I heard them as truly 
as | heard you, They sang, ‘Glory to God in the 
highest, and on earth peace, good will toward men.’ ” 

Miriam touched her finger to the forehead of the 
shepherd. “Strange, Ozias, you have no fever. Did 
any of the others hear what you heard and see what 
you saw?” 

“All of them, mistress. Come before they are all 
gone. Come quickly 

Miriam threw a cloak round her shoulders and went 
out with him into the silver-white night. The shep- 
herds come down from the high pastures were standing 
in a little group gazing at the sky. When Miriam 
looked at the east she could not believe her own 
eyesight. For there shone a star bigger than any yet 
seen, with a blazing white radiance brighter than ever 
had shone the moon. 

She heard the murmurings of the men and the awe 
and wonder in their hushed voices, and a tide of sensa- 
tion flowed up in her from the soles of her feet to the 
crown of her head, making her heart shake. 

“Behold,” cried Peter the goatherd, “the star is 


moving. 


“It is a sign,” said another. “Let us follow and 
learn if we heard truly—” 

Miriam came to herself as one who returns from a 
trance and ran back to the house for Jeremy. He was 
crawling across the floor to the doorway. “Are the 
men there, mother? Did Ozias speak truly?” 

Miriam lifted him up and rolled him in his warm 
blanket. 

“You shall see a great wonder in the sky, Jeremy. A 
star half the size of the full moon and much, much 
brighter.” 

She carried him without effort. His wasted body 
had so little weight. 

He cried, “*O—oh,” loudly when he saw it, and then 
he was silent. Miriam felt his body tremble with his 
childish fear-edged excitement. 

The shepherds were drawing lots to determine who 
should stay behind to tend the flocks, and already 
some of them had started off on their journey. Jeremy 
watched them disappearing over the rim of the down- 
hill road. He whispered in Miriam’s ear as if the 
majesty of the star appalled him, “What does it 
mean, mother?” 

“They believe the star is leading them to some 
revelation.” 

“What does that mean, mother?” 

Miriam gave him a playful little shake. ‘“‘Dear 
child, the questions you do ask—and always things a 
simple woman cannot answer,” 

“Ozias talked about a baby in a manger.” 

“| know, dear. It may be true. Perhaps there 
is one.” 


Jeremy’s voice rose, “Oh, mother—let us go, too!” 


MIRIAM WAS tempted. A strange unrest was upon 
her—an inexplicable hungering desire. “But Jeremy, 
it may be a journey of many miles. The star may 
lead us nowhere, on and on. And the night Is so cold 
for you.” 

“Please, mother, Iet us go,” he pleased. “But 
please 

Miriam was amazed, Jeremy never pleaded for 
anything. The least hint from her that what he asked 
was difficult or she doubted its wisdom, and he 
dropped the subject immediately. And there was that 
mystical urgency at work in her, so deep that she knew 
it for the prompting of her soul, 

“Very well, Jeremy, we will follow the star.” 

She took him into the house, dressed him in his 
warmest garments and left him on his bedroll while 
she saddled the donkey. She put dark bread and goats’ 
cheese and honey cakes in the saddle bag while the 
donkey waited, his patient grizzled face peering 
sleepily through the doorway. 

When she set Jeremy on the donkey’s back, the 
wind blew down from the north. The boy shivered. 


**Hold the saddle,” Miriam told him. She wert in fo: 


the lambs’ wool blanket. When she had wrapped him 
in it snugly and tied it about with a girdle from her 
robe, she took the donkey’s rein and set out. 

It was a long way that Miriam and the donkey 
walked through the night, the radiant star moving 
steadily before them. But although Miriam had 
already walked many hours that day on the roughness 
of the road and been tired out at sundown so that it 
was a penance to work the loom, she now felt no 
weight in herself, as if the night’s mystery buoyed her 
body and her feet trod Continued on page 18 


“No matter how dark the night may fall, a hand will be 


stretched out to lead through darkness those who 


put out their own to grasp it... 
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ROM THE day that the big chestnut horse and I left 
the West Coast and set out into the mountains, we 
were deep in the life of Canada, 

Days riding through the forest have their own colors and 
rhythms. Each day grows into fragile perfection like a 
mountain lily, for each has time and quietness in which to 
grow. And as you ride through the liquid hours, your life 
becomes one with the life of the day, so that when you come at 
last to a shack or a log cabin and knock at the door, you are 
not a traveller from one country wanting to observe the 
inhabitants of another, but a rider out of the forest, wanting 
only lamplight and people, and the kindly embrace of walls. 

It was at the end of such a day that we came to the cabin 
of Bert Robinson, the trapper. There were seven of us that 
time: a girl and a boy and four horses and me. We watered 
the horses and tied them to trees, pouring their oats on the 
ground beside them. Then we went into the little house and 
began to unpack our supper. The house had two rooms. In 
the kitchen there were a stove, a bench,a table and twochairs; 
in the other room there were two beds. Down beside the creek 
there was a separate cabin with two more beds. The walls 
of the room were covered all over with newspaper cuttings 
pictures of horses and dogs and cars and airplanes and pretty 
girls—pretty girls predominating. 

At nightfall Bert came home. He had not seen a human 
being for five months. 


“*Hulloah,” he said, “how’s supper coming?” 


Supper was all ready to go on the table, and when it was 
over, Bert sat down with a home-made violin, and played to us 
wistfully and delicately, Dvorak’s ““Humoresque.”’ The rush 
of wind and the river through the dark mingled with the 
music in the warm little room, bringing to the light European 
air the solemnity and sorrow of the mountains. 


THE BIG horse and I had been travelling for several weeks 
when I encountered my first forest ranger. He was brown and 
large and he spoke slowly in a voice that rumbled, like water 
running deep in a canyon. 

He said, “‘I could not Jet you go over the Brilliant trail; it 
has not been opened yet; it’s impassable.” 

When other people had told me that trails were impassable, 
I had accepted their remarks with reservation; but when the 
ranger spoke, | knew that there was no appeal. It was 


evening when we met him, and since the shadows were massing 
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already under the trees and it was “grizzly country,” he said 
that we had better go no farther that day. So I put Timothy 
into a forest corral, and followed the ranger into his log house. 

His wife was an exquisite little woman, slim and pretty and 
perfectly dressed, and she probably saw a town about three 
times a year. She kept the house as fresh as a snowbank, and 
neat as her own neat person. There was a bright kitchen with 
a shining stove, a living room with a great open fireplace under 
a stone chimney, and two small bedrooms divided from the 
living room by red and white checkered curtains. The logs 
which formed the walls were still round, rough on the outside, 
and polished on the inside bright as the skin of a fresh horse- 
chestnut. 

It was the first real home I had found in the forest. The 
home of other mountain people, miners, prospectors, trappers, 
is the forest itself. Their houses are simply a necessary 
shelter from the elements, having little more permanence than 
a tent. But the house of the ranger had not only permanence, 
it had architecture. It had architecture not because it was 
ancient, and therefore in the minds of many people auto- 
matically hallowed, nor yet because it was modern and had 
been invented by someone with a university degree and a 
string of letters behind his name, but because it had grown 
up out of the character and 4 Continued on page 34 
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Rodney put his hands on her should- 

ers and kissed her, and as Pam 

moved closer into his arms, the door 
opened and stayed open. 


palt of pumps in that warm-toned supple | athet would 
look with a green suit, for instance. 7 ou shouldn't 
watch vour fect,”” he said. “I learned that in dancing 
school fifteen or twenty years ago.” 

“Tl was watching yours. Admiring your shoes,” 

“These rags?” he said modestly. 

“They look so comfortable.” 


“Now you've spoiled it. Pam Smith,” he repeated 


hy 
still marvelling over the name. They were crossing 
the pie-shaped park, where children were playing on 
the green grass and dogs were fraternizing with the 
coral-toed pigeons. There was a fountain glistening 
under a film of water, and a wading pool with a sail- 
boat overturned in the middle of it. And on the shore 
its captain stood, wailing. 

“What's up?” Rodney asked him, and Pam paused 
too, because she also was in a mood for smoothing any 
kinks out of this unexpectedly pleasant hour. The 
child pointed to the boat, howling, his blond face 
crimson, 

“Oh, come,” Rodney said deprecatingly, and he 
took a length of string from his coat pocket, tied 
the heavy seal ring from his finger to it, and tossed 
the ring across the boat. “Your crew just wants 
help,” he said. ‘They want a line tossed to them.” 

He tugged gently on the string and the boat came 
wallowing slowly toward them over the water. The 


child stopped crying. And what, Pam was thinking, 
does Nancy see in this guy? He doesn’t seem to be 
her type at all. Of course, all that talk about types was 
silly; it wasn’t a matter of type. Opposites were 
attracted, and so were similars, if that was the right 
word. It was just a question of “Do you love? I do.” 
And then she thought, Watch out, my girl, no poach- 
ing, and she took her eyes away from his face, away 
from his hands as he wound up the string again and 
untied the ring. 

“Here,” he said to the boy, 
again,” and he gave him the string. 

They walked on. “You're wonderful,” Pam said 
“*A string-saver, but practical, too.” 


‘ 


‘you may need the rope 


casually. 
“I did it to impress you,” he replied, strolling along 
beside her. 


BARBIE WAS dark, dynamic, and hungry on the 
divan in the living room. They had a nice apartment, 
even though it was put together in a rather compli- 
cated way, with steps here and there between the 
rooms, and closets that were too big and a bathroom 
that was too small and a kitchen that bent at an angle 
in the middle. “What have you got for dinner?” 
Barbie enquired, leaning away from the radio and 
{fixing her with a stormy eve. 
**Lamb chops and new peas.” 
“Oh, lord, that will take forever 
“Oh, no,” Pam said reassuringly, and told her about 


” 


meeting Nancy’s man while she shelled the peas, to 
amuse her. “‘Where did Nancy find him? He’s nice.” 
“She found him at a party. but he works in an 


Hle’s got a good JOD, too Poor 


+ 


aircraft factory. + 
Nancv’s In a constant fret that someone will get him 
away, poor girl.” 

“1 don’t blame her,” Pam said. “‘I wish I’d seen 
him first,” she said, and finished the peas tn a hurry. 


Barbie kept moaning, “‘ Lord, but I’m hungry,” and 


finally persuaded herself to set the table in order to 
hurry things up, even though it wasn’t her turn. 

Yes, tt would have been nice to see him first. Why 
was it that as soon as you met a really attractive man, 
all the other men you knew suddenly seemed so dull, 
so uninteresting, so much like weeds that cluttered 
up the wayside? But that was love, of course. That 
was the whole principle of the plague. And what was 
that about far pastures—-Wasn’t it true that Barbi: 
had once confessed to cherishing a faint burn for 
Harold, of all people? 

They ate dinner, washed dishes, and turned on the 
radio. “Anyone coming tonight?” 

Barbie shook her head. “But Iet’s have a party 
Saturday. We haven’t had a soul around for weeks, 
and we owe Anne.” 

“All right. Send around the word.” But since no 
one was coming tonight, she slid mnto an old cotton 
housecoat and washed her hair, and Barbie set up the 


ironing board and started to do a week’s accumulation 
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of pressing. The summer evening traflic made a gentle 
noise in the street; the radio sang discordant duets 
with the radio next door; the people across the court 
started a party with gusto—boogie-woogie music 
on the phonograph, shirt-sleeved shadows moving 
jerkily across the lighted windows. Pam sat down 
before a mirror and tried a new hair-do on her fair 
hair, waves instead of curls, then curls but in a new 
place, because the waves hadn’t looked so hot, and 
finally the usual curls. <A girl didn’t have much 
choice, either in hair-dos or in men, That was the 
crux of the business, There just weren’t unlimited 
quantities of attractive men in the world. Either they 
were handsome and knew it, or handsome and unambi- 
tious, or ambitious and homely, or homely and knew 
it, which made sheep out of them, Or something. And 
if you met one with all the good qualities—then he 
already belonged to Nancy Cory. 


THE PARTY was going well by nine o’clock on 
Saturday evening. The phonograph was blaring and 
people were milling around. Anne had come and 
brought her fiancé and her nice brothers too; the girls 
from Barbie’s office were there, some of the girls from 
Pam’s, with assorted men, one of whom had driven 
in from the country and brought an armful of nastur- 
tiums, brilliantly colored and spiced, to fill every 
vase in the apartment with orange and flame and 
saffron and give a party look to things. Barbie was 
wearing her new red linen dress; Pam had put on a 
white silk jersey splashed over with green flowers, and 
her hair was clean and shining. She felt pretty good. 
There was nothing like looking one’s best. 

She was at the phonograph, helping Anne’s youngest 
brother decide between Jimmy Dorsey and Artie 
Shaw, when there was a diversion at the door. She 
looked up, and there was Nancy, and there was 
Rodney, looking charming together, both tall, both 
in grey, both smiling. But Nancy was smiling at the 
room, and Rodney, oddly enough, was smiling directly 
and personatly at Pam. And then he was coming 
toward her, and Nancy’s eyes were following him 
watchfully. 

Nancy was quite a girl, Pam thought—Rodney had 
stopped to be polite to Barbie before coming on to 
be polite to her. Nancy had red hair and curious green 
eves, and her grey dress had a magical kind of sinuous- 
ness, and she had a capacity for simultaneous adora- 
tion and suspicion that no other girl would have known 
what to do with. But Nancy managed it quite well. 
“Hello,” Rodney was saving close beside her; Pam 
looked up and smiled, and her heart felt suddenly 
painful. What a nice guy he was . “This Is a nice 
party,” he said. 

And Nancy said, close behind: him, “A wonderful 
party, Pam!” so enthusiastically that Pam felt like 
apologizing, because it couldn’t be that wonderful . . . 

**Well;” she said. “Meet the crowd,” and when she 
had introduced them, she returned to Anne’s brother, 


+ } +} 


who had decided to be thorough and sharpen all the 


needles, including the one they were using in the 
pick-up. She was feeling quite queer, light-headed, 
vaguely happy and full of foreboding, and it was 
funny: the one person she wanted to be talking to was 
Rodney and he was the one person she was avoiding. 
““Come on,” she said,“‘give over with that sharpening. 
Which shall it be, Artie or Jimmy?” 

‘““Tommy,” said Anne’s brother, and he put on the 


record. “Shall we dance?” he suggested grandly, and 


’ 


they danced, and over his shoulder she kept meeting 


Rodney’s hazel eyes, but Rodney was da ns with 
Nancy. 

“I don’t know what’s wrong with me,” she said, 
stumbling for the fourth time. 

“Better sit this one out.”” So] ished | on to the 
divan and went to cet her a ¢ 

On the divan beside her, # Continued on page 37 
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ETTING off the troll , Pam s Nance to vg e dinner to cook this ¢ ening, and 





Cory’s new man buying a paper at tl B vie s al S 5 en she 5 | ory, 
corner news stand, First he was just an ut now she paused, | Ss too dental 
attractive man, vagucly famil i. tall, brown- “Really. Honest. Isn’t it funr is 
hatred, hazel-eyed, standing there and smiling “Not really { . she said, taking a reeret- 
at her tentat vely, and then she remembered his ful step past him a iV, Decause she eally 
label, and that toc k some ot t e ok Vv out of the | id to hu V. “Ni , It your tirst name vas 
sunlight. Nice, but Nancy Cory’s man. Some- Pam, too, that would be something.” 
4 one else’s property. Sut she smiled back. S! He tu ned and \ ilked witl her up the street, 
i didn’t remember his name, he probably didn’ past the jewell , the antique shop, the 
remember hers. They had met so briefly yester- polis ied granite | nt of the K, deep in the 
‘ day afternoon at Anne’s, they had barely spoken warm blue imm« id . “Oh, sure. And | 


to each other. But now she realized how wells! 








i tnow s of Smiths every day. But it’s still 
remembered him and how nice she had thoug! t it is.” 
i him. way,” she told him cheerf ng 
“Hello,” hesaid. “I met you at Anne’s = was gay. She’d been going an 
3 *“That’s right. What a memory vou’ve got!” instructor in economics for half a ye ar, and she 
“It gets better with prompting,” he said with was sick of conversation that began with Laski 
f a grin. “Tell me the first name and I'll try to and ended with Keynes. Ne that she wouldn’t 
euess the last.” He stood there, squinti bye seeing Harold any more had gone to 
against the afternoon sun, creasing the news- Ottawa), she had decided to concentrate on 
paper nto conciser folds, caiety. And | eit was. Only of course It was 
“*Pamela Smith,” she said. “This i tin Nancy Cory’s, only Na ely wouldn’t 
for guessing games . . .” mind ¢ ing her twenty minutes of it to cheer 
“Rodney Smith!” he said delightedly. her up after a long hard day in the office. 


“Not really?” She had been ready to start off She liked his shiny brown shoe . too; she tried 


down the block, because she had the Lroceries to match her steps to them, and wond red how a 
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She had come back to banish the 

memory that haunted her, but in 

this cold strange world the dead 

voices of summer seemed to rise 
and echo. 


Halfway up she passed the Morton House. That was 
where Kelly Smith had been staying. Its wide verandah, 
empty of the wicker chairs, looked naked. The windows, 
shorn of curtains, gave back a sad stare. Ellen went 
past quickly, watching the snowbirds flitting ahead of 
her as if glad of her company; listening to their short 
cheerful twitterings. 

Harlow’s was beyond the curve where the road 
branched left to Logan’s and right to the lake below. 
She saw the stile and the fence where the elect of 
Harlow’s sat before supper. Where she had met Kelly 
Smith just three days after she had come up with 
Kathy. 

She hadn’t meant to come. Vacationers were divided 
into three classes, all regulars: Mountain resort fre- 
quenters, sea-shore addicts and cruise-goers. She'd 
always gone on cruises. At least the other three sum- 
mers since she’d come to Montreal and started to work 
for Denham-Blake. Doing those fetching little sketches 
for magazine layouts. Making a nice living. More chan 
just enough to get along on. Enough for a real apart- 
ment that she and Kathy Pease shared. Kathy who was 
dark and ironic and a whiz at copy. 

Before the war she’d gone on cruises to Bermuda and 
to Nassau and on one that had taken her to ports in 
Central America. Cruises were fun. You could rest 
and you could play. You got crushes and had men 
simply slavering over you, and when you got back you 
forgot just as if someone had rung down the curtain ona 
play. 

Last summer Ellen had Iet Kathy persuade her to 
try the mountains. She’d laughed, looking at Kathy 
over her drawing board, ““What’s it like? ‘Having 
Wonderful Time?’ ” 

“Could be,” Kathy said in her faintly astringent 
voice. “Fundamentally it’s a man hunt, whether you’re 
at a ten-dollar-a-week or a ten-dollar-a-day place. But 
it’s good clean fun and if you like a laugh you can get 
it—just looking on. Besides, the scenery’s grand and 
the air is something.”” Kathy blew smoke toward the 
ceiling and grinned. “ You’ll love it, small stuff. There’s 
always three women to each man, and since you'll corral 
all the best bets you'll have a time.” 

“Foo!” Ellen said, and wrinkled her small nose. 

“T know,” Kathy said with the generous acknow- 
ledgment of a resignedly unattractive woman for a 
devastatingly pretty one. “They don’t mean a thing 
to you. When you finally fall, you'll fall for someone 
big and marry him with your eyes wide open. But you 
want some fun, don’t you?” 

“What else?” Ellen smiled, and that was how it came 


about, 


SHE THOUGHT of it with a shrinking, humbled feeling 
as she left Harlow’s behind and went up the winding 
path toward Logan’s. The pines were green, but she 
could see the other trees that in summer had been most 
prominent. The oaks and elms, beeches and birches. 
They looked forlorn and lonely—just as she felt herself. 

She’d come up with Kathy and she had come in the 
mood of a spectator at a play. She was going to look on 
and she was inclined to scoff a little. At herself for 
coming, but most of all at the participants in the 
presentation, 

It had been pretty much what she expected and what 
Kathy had promised. A host of girls, a few families 
and a sprinkling of older folk. Nice girls for the most 
part from decent families. Good educations and 
manners, for Caryville hotels were not cheap. But 


| 


otherwise it was what she had thought it would be. 


Girls looking for men who matched their dreams and 


satisfied with anything in male trousers and me! 
choosy and loving the demands made upon them. 
. T 


iy + + the 


to indicate to 


It had taken Ellen exactly o1 
Harlow males that she had « ct t not to play. 
The men had flocked abe r tunned t their 


reception and drawn b h LICK \ led egos 


le Kathy and Ell + | nued on page 24 
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LLEN CRAIG discovered with widening brown 
eyes that snow wasn’t white. It had a definite 
blue cast. 

The frosted red train disappeared about a curve in 
the roadbed—a curve like a toboggan slide, high 
banked with snow, and its hoarse farewell echoed and 
re-echoed from the pine-clad hills. 

Sleigh bells jingled, clear and musical in the nostril- 
biting air, but they served only to emphasize the 
stillness. The black-lettered board said “‘Caryville,” 
but she could not believe it was the same sign, the 
same station, she had first seen six months before. 

There was no resemblance, no similarity. These far- 
flung, austere hills were nothing like the wooded, 
green and gold world into which she had come that 
August morning. Stepping with Kathy from the 
crowded train onto a jammed platform; laughing girls 
and men with bags and tennis bats and golf clubs. 
Waiting station wagons and buses with hotel names on 
their sides, horns blasting and drivers calling. The 
station had seemed small and quaint, set amidst the 
green of the village and the close-pressing hills. But 
these hills were far off, one after the other approaching 
a blue infinity, and the station, the village, were 
lonely, withdrawn. Ellen drew her heavy beige cloth 
coat with the furred collar more closely about her 
rounded figure and sighed. She had had her doubts 
about the sanity of this pilgrimage, and now she was 
certain of its futility, its utter sentimental uselessness. 

The lean elderly man in the skunk cap, its flaps 
covering his cheeks, said, “You Miss Craig?” and 
picked up her bag before Ellen could answer. 

There was no one else in the cutter. The man 
threw her bag in back and gestured. Ellen climbed 
up in front and the driver tucked the bear robe about 
her and settled down, lifting the reins and clucking 
to the roan. The bells jingled. The cutter slid away. 
The snow under the runners sent up a dry, singing 

nd, and Ellen drew a deep breath and buried 
her chin in the fur of her collar. 


The driver said, “‘ Most the others come last night. 
You ski?” 

“No,” Ellen said in her soft voice. 

The driver nodded. “‘ Been here in summer, have ye? 
Different now. You'll like it. Summer, that’s when 
we make the money, but you give me winter. Got 
more to it.” 


ELLEN DID not answer. Her eyes sought for 
familiar marks and found none. She had travelled this 
road time and again during the short stay of her 
vacation. Walking down tn the warm hush of night, 
the stars bright and low in the velvet sky; skeetering 
down in the station wagon; trundling down, deep in 
hay, listening to the laughter, the sound of an 
accordion and voices singing— and always with Kelly 
beside her. 

She drew a breath like a gasp and settled into the 
robe and watched the roan’s rump sway to the 
rhythmic tinkle and jingle of the bells. She was sorry 
she had come and yet somehow she knew she had to. 
There was today and tomorrow, and tomorrow night 
she would be gone and a ghost laid to rest for always. 

The Lodge was low-eaved, sprawling, its red and 
brown exterior warm against the blue of the snow. 
The panelled walis were pickled pine, the furniture 
reproduction of early colonial maple. A _ log fire 
burned in an open fireplace; the smell of wood smoke 
was faintly pungent. 

The driver took up her bag and coat. The matronly 
woman who had indicated the register smiled at her. 
“We're glad to have you with us, Miss Craig. We 
get mostly young people. The same ones week after 
week. Jed says you don’t ski.” 

Ellen was warming her hands at the fire. Beyond 
Books and 
magazines on tables, a fire laid in another huge fire- 
place. She turned her small face to Mrs. Cullen. Her 
hair was the same rich warm brown as her eyes, and 
the wool dress was a lighter brown touched with red. 


the lobby she could see the lounge. 





‘| brought my skates, but I’d rather just walk.’ 
“Well, now,” Mrs. Cullen smiled. “‘That’s sensible, 


too. The trails are open. You've been here before? 
“Last summer. I was at Harlow’s.” 
“Yes,” Mrs. Cullen said. “Quite different now, 
isn’t it? ‘All the summer places boarded up. We 
natives like it though.” 


greyed, “Lunch is at one, but ther 


She smiled again, neat and 


e won't be anvone 








here. We've about a dozen young people. They’ve 
gone up Grayling. They take lunch with them and 
make the run down in time for supper.” 

Ellen put her hands behind her and felt the warmth 
of the fire. She said, not looking at Mrs. Cullen, “I'd 
like to walk today. If I couid have a lunch 5s 

“Of course you can. And if you want some break- 
fast me 

“T had it on the train,” Ellen said, and Mrs. Cullen 
nodded. “I'll have cook fix you a lunch and Jed will 
pack a knapsack for you.” 

The air was deceptively warm as Ellen entered the 
pine woods and started up the trail to Logan’s Point 
above Half Moon Lake. The sun filtered warmly 
through the sparse verdure, and Ellen pushed back 
the hood from her curly hair. She carried a knobbed 
stick Jed had pressed upon her, her mittened hand 
holding it firmly. Her high-laced boots crunched in th« 
dry, hard-packed snow, and her body, in trousers and 
tight-fitting airplane cloth jacket over lumberman’ 
irm, the knapsac k comfort- 


ably betwe en her shoutder biades. 


shirt and sweater, was 


3ut she felt lonely, more lonely than ever, becaus« 
of the contrast between this and what she remem- 
bered. The singin y of the insects and birds, the voices 
of young people on summer vacation. ‘The laughter 
and song rising from the lake, the sound of peepers at 
dusk. And Kelly’s blue eyes and the faintly sun- 
streaked gold of his hair. 
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MRS. MARY HARRISON, for- 
merly of Winnipeg, and now a 
worker in an Ontario aircraft 
plant: 

“What do I want for Christ- 
mas? First of all, I'd like War 
Savings Certificates, to save for 
the days after the war, when 
we'll be getting out of coveralls and caps with 
shields like this. We'll be ready for pretty 
clothes then . . . and we can start buying 
things for our homes again. 

“I could do with some books for reading 
when we're ‘off the job’... and a manicure 
set, because, although the work is hard on 
your hands, all of us like to spend extra 
time on our nails to keep them looking decent. 

“And a small compact that will fit into my 
coverall pocket, so I can keep my nose from 
getting shiny. And a book of streetcar 
tickets because we use so many. 

“And some pretty lingerie, and the luxury 
of one pair of good stockings. 

“And Christmas day with my own folks 

. nothing elaborate, no fuss, but just peace 
and quiet all day Idng. 

“That's what I'd like my Christmas to be.” 
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: irl i usy Mont- 
MAHON STAFFORD CARD, career girl in a busy 
arn oe bl ypewriter (which I don’t think I can 
yey otal priorities). A pair of white porce 
lain corndioeticks . ‘towels in that warm panegeny 
color . . a pair of wooden trays in line waite pe 7 
my apartment. Gloves, hand-sew : — 
brown new ski jacket. . . books, lots . a, 
things made of leather, things made * ee ee s 
‘How aware we are of the oy of things today... 
hing y snow come from Britain. 
"y ear ies pages allagitin i on Christmas Eve. I wish I could spend 


have in these a 


color 
all these for 





ll gi yho is my niece. 
Shristmas rith a very small girl wt } ; 
ee , \ + be the thing thousands of girls all 
What I really want, I think, may b a oe ee 
r y " . ’ ard to put into oras, 
oss Canada want, deeply. It’s hard I s 
Ps steeg tar abs “— and strong and vibrant and real all the 
ng about keeping ali d str —— 
+r liga t stand for and represent and be to the husbands C 
rire re must & na ) ana } a a hp : . a 
aoe Fa men of ours who are fighting. So that when Peace is ours 
brothers an ne! urs 
to possess, we will not have lost these years. 


cre ana neray 
“This Christmas I want faith and energy 
is 


, 


to do the job I must do.’ 
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We asked that question of 
a lot ofjinteresting people, 
and heré are their answers, 
compiled by Lotta Dempsey. 


Decoraiion by Nancy Caudle 
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CANADA’S FAVOURITE 
BOWL OF SOUP 


selected tomatoes sun- 












Wartime menus call for Campbell’s begins with 












i 3 Tomato Soup often. Tomatoes, you ripened on Canadian vines and 
. ' a . probably know, are a protective food for hurried to Campbell’s spotless kitchens. 
~ . the whole family—rich in important Then there is the added richness of 


~ 
i 


vitamins and minerals. And mothers, golden table butter—and just a touch 






busy in a dozen different directions, of seasoning to make that grand tomato 


CANADE 


~—_ a 
a 





appreciate the fact that this favourite flavour sing right out. 





Canadian hot dish is prepared in the 






Be sure that you have plenty of 






twinkling of an eye. 





Campbell’s Tomato Soup on hand, 





The lively flavour that is always won't you? It’s a grand starter for 






enjoyed in Campbell’s Tomato Soup cold-weather meals. 


Comb, tomato soup 


LOOK FOR THE RED-AND-WHITE LABEL 
a 


‘ é ERK eEKR CEE _ . 














If {Ou have lunches to pack, 
a Thermos of Campi eli’s 
Tomato Soup will make 


fhem more nourish ing, 









more enjoy thle 






4.” 
é = 


-_ 





N 












To them Christmas is pure 

magic—and let’s keep it that 

way, with last year’s tinsel if 

need be, a toy or two, a stock- 

ing lumpy with innocent 
surprises. 


S. Claus and Associates have a simplification- 
of-practices department too, but they’re still 


going to make the rounds on Christmas Eve. 


metal wagons—an omission 
that should please the neigh- 
bors. Mothers will be eyeing 
the parents of older children 
hoping for an option on out- 
grown skates, kiddie cars and 
tricvcles. Father will sneak 
into the basement with paint 
and polish in an effort to make 
the hand - me - downs look 
Christmassy and new. 

In fact, parents are going to 
have to work hard at the 
Santa job this year if they’re 
going to overcome both the 
shortages and the budget prob- 
lem. Pet dolls will be mended 
and rewigged and set on the 
tree again with a new ward- 
robe made from bits and pieces. 
Old dolls’ houses will be 
repapered and refurnished by 
home talent. 

The real problem is going to 
come through the scarcity of 
little things for filling stockings 


There'll be no shining new 
tinsel. No Christmas tree 


Keep It For the Kids! 


F COURSE there’s a Santa Claus! Every 

parent as well as every child in Canada can 

tell you that and, no matter what we war- 
minded grown-ups are doing without this Christmas, 
stockings aren’t going to hang empty before the 
fireplace. 

It won’t be the lavish spread of other Christmases 
because Santa doesn’t come high on the priority list. 
His pack will contain no shiny red automobiles. No 
rubber-tired doll carriages. No tricycles or bicycles. 
No electric trains. Parents who’ve deplored the 
delusions of grandeur growing upon their young will 
regard this as a blessing. In fact, most of the toy 
scarcities point to a happier time for parents. There’ll 
be no aluminum cooking sets to get little Mary 
dabbling in the rationed groceries. No tool chests to 
endanger Aunt Minnie’s antique chairs. No drums to 
set Grannie’s nerves on edge. 

For this is going to be literally a quiet Christmas, 
with dolls to be put to sleep, animals to be cuddled, 
games to be played and books to be read. The very 
young can still have their teddies and their pandas 
and their soft, woolly dogs. Little girls can have their 
dolls with painted wooden cribs and carriages. Boys 
can still make model aircraft and experiment in 
chemistry. 


ALTHOUGH THERE’S no metal or rubber for them, 
Canada’s toy makers have learned to do some pretty 
wonderful things. For years they’ve been making 
95 per cent of the dolls seen in the shops, and this 
Christmas as usual there are baby dolls, topsy dolls, 
dolls with curls and dolls with sleeping eyes. Now that 
metal is out they’re making educational toys of wood, 
and making them so that one toy takes the place of 


By THELMA LECOCQ 


two or three. For example, they do a fine red wagon 
full of pegs that takes an infant through three stages: 
the hammering stage, the pull-toy stage, and the 
alphabet stage, because each peg is topped with a 
brightly painted letter. They make flat-car trains 
filled with colored blocks, that serve for pulling and for 
building. All these are solid, and well put together so 
they can be passed not only from age to age but from 
child to child. 

Toy makers are using plastics, too. Tin soldiers are 
gone, but the plastic ones can fight as real a battle with 
the help of plastic Spitfires and plastic tanks. Enamel 
tea sets are out, but little girls will be just as delighted 
with plastic dishes in dainty pink and green and 
ye llow. 

There are plenty of coloring books, and paints and 
crayons to go with them. ‘There are cutouts and 
puzzles. Dolls’ houses of cardboard. Sewing and 
weaving sets. Dart boards and archery sets. Any- 
thing that can be made of wood or plastic or paper. 
But like everything else, the quantity will be limited, 
and this Christmas well-brought-up children will be 
taught to settle for one or two coveted toys instead 
of for the whole shop. 


FOR OUTDOOR play there are still wooden sleds, 


se ; 
toboggans and skis, but not so many skates, and no 





lights if you’re patriotic and 
trying to save power. 

When it comes to the stock- 
ing there’ll be an orange for the 
toe, but few nuts and figs and 

dates for little surprises. There'll be no dime-store 
motor cars and planes. Scarcely any bouncy rubber 
balls. No funny rubber animals that stick out their 
tongues. No balloons. No harmonicas and no kazoos. 


BUT, ON the cheerful side, let’s remember t 


a shop full of toys, a youngster will pick out a cross- 





iat, given 


eyed doll or a lop-eared dog and love it till it’s nothing 
but a rag. Given one book, a child can listen bright- 
eyed to the favorite story night after night, long after 
he knows the words by heart. 


This Christmas there is no shortage of delightful 


books, and godmothers and aunts who haven’t the 


benefit of seeing a 
letter to Santa will 
find them a wise and 
winning choice. Chere 


are new books tor 









children of all ages, 
and any of these 
give n to the right 
youngster! will spell 
Merry Christmas — 


and happy memories, 








unwrapped the offering he had produced 
from the folds of his richly embroidered 
It was a gleaming box of virgin 
hand-wrought gold. When he 
back the domed lid, the 
twinkled on a mound of the same shining 


robe, 
threw 
rushlights 


metal. Chains and girdles and massive 


gold ornaments. 
“*Mother a 


can a baby do with that?” 


enquired Jeremy, “‘what 
Miriam laughed softly. “It is wealth, 
be loved. Gold can be turned to the gold 
of money.” 
“But, mother 


“ 


Hush, my son.” 

The pale girl on the straw was speak- 
ing and Miriam yearned to hear what 
thanked 


It was 


whe n she 
gift. 
faint with weariness, but low, rich and 
It fell on the heart like celestial 


sound had her voice 


the giver of the princely 


tender. 
music. 

Now Jeremy quivered with excite- 
ment. He shifted his light weight on his 
and clutched the 


mother’s shoulder 


window frame with his frail birdlike 
hands. “Mother, look at the tall man 
with the red beard and the big shoulders. 


as milk that 


He has a vase as white 
shines like the inside of the mussel shells. 
Is it made of pearls, mother?” 
**No, child. It looks like alabaster.”’ 
“What is that for?” 


**Peace, You are like the 


jackdaw. Let me listen.” 


Je remy. 


The man in the blue cloak inclined his 


red-gold head and opened the shining 


jar. | here were massive ¢ ngraved rings 
on his big finely fashioned hands. ‘‘ Here 


is precious frankincense for a burnt 


offering for His Holy Innocence.” 
“I thank you greatly, 


Mary sweetly. “I will take it in thanks- 


my lord,” said 
giving to the high altar of the Temple.” 

Now the dark man with the lustrous 
black eyes set deep beside the beaked 
high-bridged nose, unwrapped his giit, a 
** And 


he said simply, 


casket of pearl-studded silver. 


here also is myrrh,” 
exposing the aromatic brown contents 
of the box. 

Jeremy pushed himself so far through 
the aperture he was in danger of falling. 
**Mother,” he said in a choked voice, 
“Took at the baby’s head. Light comes 
out of it. It shines like a light.” 

Miriam pulled Jeremy back to safety. 
“You 
equably, ‘to look and see for myself.” 


As she looked, the small ace puc ke red, 


must give me room,” she said 


I 


the round pink mouth opened, the tiny 


‘ + } } ' 2 
fists beat the air and the Babe began to 
cry. Anxiety wrinkled the brow of the 
\ coca | | 
tired mother lying helpless on he valle 
on the ground, ** Jose yn, she cried, 
“ 1 ' on ' 
come quickly. The night wind blows 


in and my Daby feels the cold. 


THE THREE wise men pushed thei 
rich giits aside and rose to them feet. 
“My cloak,” said the bald one, pushing 


beard and fumbling at 


the jewelled clasp at his neck. Che ot! ers 


aside his white 
removed their cloaks too and Joseph 


over the crying 


laid them one by one 
Babe in the manger. 
fleaming with gold embroidery, then 


g 
t 


First the red cloak 


) 
he blue cloak stiff with emblems, then 


cloak 


the black loaded with silver 
fastenings. 

The shepherds pushed in a little at the 
doorway, but respectful awe conquered 


their curiosity and forbade them en- 
croaching further. 

“It Is so kind, so very kind,” sighed 
Mary, half laughing, half crying. “‘But 
we must find something else. The cloaks 


are rich and beautiful, but so large and 


He is such a little baby. They 
Him down and smother 


heavy. 
will 
Him 

The Babe continued to cry pitifully as 
if they had changed one discomfort for 


weigh 


another. The shepherds removed their 
sheepskins and held them out to Joseph, 
consternation in their weather-brown 
Mary looked at the proffered 


sheepskins, her lips smiling with tender- 


faces. 


ness for the generosity of the men, but 
her eyes cloquent of her anxiety for the 
Babe. 


beaten, ragged, dirty. 


The skins were old, weather- 


Jeremy drew a deep shuddering 

breath. ‘‘Mother,’’ he said, “‘let us give 

the baby my beautiful new blanket.” 
Miriam felt a pang. Not because she 


had 


fashioned it herself so that it should be 


sheared the young lambs and 
soft as thistledown on twisted limbs and 
light as dove’s feather on a fragile little 
body. But because she knew how Jeremy 
had longed for it, waited eagerly for it, 
and now having it, loved it. 

She reminded him tenderly, “You 
said you wanted to keep it till you were 
very old.” 

**But, mother, I can’t bear him to be 
cold. He’s such a dear little baby.” 

Louder grew the cries under the wise 
men’s cloaks on the manger. The wise 
looked at the Babe and at each 


other, moving their jewelled hands in 


men 
futile gestures. They looked no longer 
wise, but harassed, dumfounded, helpless. 

Mary said softly in her thrushlike 
voice. “‘Joseph, please lift the heavy 
stuffs from my baby.” 

The wise men turned to the manger 
at once and took the cloaks from it, one 
The from the north 
over the and eddied 
through the open stable. The baby was 


DV one, wind 


whistled roots 
hoarse with his weariness, but he kept 
on crying. 

“We must be quick, mother,” said 
Jeremy. 

‘But are you sure, my son?” 

“Yes, yes. Let us go quickly, mother.” 

Miriam eased him from her shoulder, 
held him against her hip and went round 
to the entrance of the stable. This time 
she moved gently, but decisively for- 
ward saying, “‘Let me pass, please. | 
have a present for the Holy Child. Let 
me pass, please.” 
made way for her 

in the front of them looking 
he mother Mary. 


One by one they 


till she stood 
down att 

‘“*T have what you need, mistress,” she 
said, *‘Jeremy wishes to give his blanket 
to the Holy Child. It is new and soft and 


warm—light as a puff ol spring wind. 


hat is. sne added, suddenly blushing 
and stammering, her heart leaping up 
| kea wid bird, “*if you will honor us by 
taking such a humble gift.” 

Mary smiled with relief, and Miriam 
saw that her dusky head was also limned 


light. 


us indeed. 


“It is not humble. 
Who are you? 


with a living 
It is 


Whence came you?” 


preci 


“*l am the widow Miriam from Elium 


and this is my son, Jeremy. I wove the 


wool myself from the backs of our own 
lambs—” 
“*It was only finished today ‘ Mistress,” 
Jere my added Cape rly. 

Mary turned her warm lovely smile to 


the boy. “‘You have my heart’s grati- 


tude. Joseph will take the blanket 
cladly. Please fo neal and look on the 
Babe. He is not mine, He belongs to all 


” 


who love Him 

She nodded then to the envious shep- 
“You also, kind friends—in a 
” & Continued on page 21 


he rds. 


little time 
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exclusive breed 


young exclusive breed 


young, tender 


fresh tasting 


tender 


fresh tasting 





"Green and yellow” vegetables 
are recommended by the government as part of daily balanced 
nutrition....The added advantage of 
Green Giant Brand Peas 
and Niblets Brand whole kernel corn 
is that they are such fun to eat, so 
glamorous to serve.... Look for the 


Green Giant on the label. 






This winter keep a Green Giant Garden 
in your pantry. Have a can or two on 
the shelf of Green Giant Brand Peas, 
Green Giant Brand Asparagus, Niblets 
Brand Whole Kernel Corn, Del Maiz 
Brand Cream Style Corn, Niblets Brand Mexicorn 
and Green Giant Brand Golden Wax Beans. Serve 
these garden-fresh vegetables, not only to add zest and 
colour to your dinner but also for their nutritive value. 





Remember — take your vitamins the Green Giant Way! 


FINE FOODS OF CANADA LIMITED, TECUMSEH, ONT. 
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hight now 


THAT SHINES 
WORTH MONEY 


lo you 






Wonderful, the way S.O.S. 
works! Just dip, rub, rinse — 
blackened pans shine again 
outside—every trace of food 
vanishes inside! Pot-saver. 
Time-saver. Money -saver. 
Nothing else just like S.O.S. 
Get a package today! 


Made in Canada by The S.0.S. Mfg. Co. of Canada, Lid., Toronto, Ont. 


© 1942 


0.8 keeps your pots AND 





Aluminum is getting scarce! 
But why worry? Science has 


proved that clean aluminum 
lasts longer. You can keep 
your pots and pans shining 


like 


new—with an S.O.S. 
once-over every day. 
Try it. It’s thrifty! 







ght oulside — 


wholesome clean inside 








| 





| 
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Jeremy and the Star ¢2 Continued from page 6 


not on stones, but on the air. Jeremy sat 
upright, his hands under the blanket 
grasping the saddle pommel. Miriam 
saw his big dark eyes were wide awake, 
attentive to the wonder in the sky, and 
she saw that he too was unconscious of 
fatigue. 

The star led over the hill terraces, 
through olive groves and fig plantations 
brightly silvered, under walls hung with 
vines and across the bare pasture lands 
where many flocks 
were mingled in the 
care of one man, and 
strayed at 
will without care at 
all. But it seemed a 
benign influence was 
abroad keeping 
watch for the absent 
men. Miriam looked 
about the luminous 


STORY 


others 


countryside from 
the high paths on 
the hills and in all 
the long 


saw no disturbance 


journey hear 


of wolf or robber. 
She thought the 
star’s radiance was 
unlike any light she 
had imagined or 
seen. It resembled 
neither the sun, no 
the soft shining of 
the myriad stars it 
had blotted out, nor 
any of the moon’s 
phases. ‘The trees 
and the 
farms and the pas- 
tures glowed as if 
they threw back the 
light, and the shadows were sharp cut 


scattered 


and black as ebony. The landscape 
was familiar, yet there was an ethereal 
difference from its aspect by moonlight. 
Where the moon was cold and white, the 
star was white and warm, reassuringly, 
tenderly glow ing. 

“Perhaps this isn’t happening at all,” 
said Jeremy, breaking into Miriam’s 
thoughts. I’m afraid I'll wake up. 
Mother, do you suppose I am only 


dreaming?” 


“<< 


“Then we are both dreaming, Jeremy. 
Do you feel tired, little one?” 

“No, mother.” 

“Not even a little bit? We must have 
comealong way, Itseems like hours—I 
don’t know how many 

“Not even a little bit, mother. Look 


the star has stopped moving.” 


> 


MIRIAM HALTED the donkey and 
looked on the distant cluster of small 
The 
beams of the star descended directly 
upon it like a mighty finger of light. 


white houses and shadowed roofs. 


| “That is our destination,” she said, her 


voice unsteady with tumultuous feeling. 
“That is Bethlehem.” 

“But it’s only a village,” said Jeremy 
in disappointment. “Can that be right, 
mother?” 

Miriam put her arm round the small 
body wrapped cocoon-like against the 
cold. “It can be right, Jeremy. We will 
go down and see. A city Is only a bigger 
village in the eyes of God.” 

Miriam went to the inn 
enquired for travelling strangers. They 
told her the inn was full of travellers and 
the stable had been given to shelter an 
unfortunate woman time had 


first and 


Ww hose 


NAZARETH 


By JEAN PAUL TALBOT 


When Jesus was a little boy, 
as by her knee He stood, 
Mary would tell Him stories of 
His shining babyhood. 


“, .. And did the shepherds really 


My Father's angels sing? 
And did we go on donkey-back 
far from that wicked king? 


“And did the oxen really kneel 
beside My manger-bed? it 
And did I smile to see the star ; 
so bright above My head? 


“And did I, being small, cry out 

to see those strange Wise Men? .. .” 
Mary would draw Him to her side 
and start the tale again 


When Jesus was a little boy, 
as by her knee He stood, 
Mary would tell Him stories of 
His shining babyhood. 


come upon her, and for whom none of 
the guests would give up his bed. The 
innkeeper was harassed with his duties 
and knew of no reason why a great star 
should blaze a track through the heavens 
and come to rest directly over Bethle- 
hem. He had no time to stand in the 
street and stare at it like the rest of the 
No 
weeks at a time, and then work, work, 
work all the hours of the day and night 
was his unenviable 
fate. 


astounded villagers. guests for 


TIME IN Miriam led the 
donkey from the inn 
door round to the 
yard at the back 


where a small crowd 


+ of curious villagers 


in thei striped robes 
and shepherds in 
their she pskins was 
gathered before a 
dilapidated stable. 
Above the heads of 
the crowd, the yel- 
low glow of rush- 
lights indicated the 
doorway,butMiriam 
could not get neal 
Another larger 
crowd was gathered 


about three camels 


kneeling in the yard. 


Camels were com- 
mon in Bethlehem, 
but not camels like 


The y werea 
Spl ndid, 


these. 
sensation. 
proud white be asts, 
slee k, 


immaculately 


well - fed 


, 
groomed, pearing 


the rich caparisons ot princes or 
wealthy men of rank. And if you would 
believe such a paradox, the princely 
travellers were not sojourning at the inn, 
but were visiting the humble strangers 


in the stable. 


MIRIAM TETHERED the donkey to 
a hitching post, took Jeremy in her 
arms and walked round the stable to see 
In the back was a 
small window that let in the air above 


what she could find. 


the animals’ stalls. 

She hoisted the boy to her shoulder 
and both peered in on an incredible 
domestic scene. A pale young girl with 
cloudy dark 


eyes lay on the 


hair and immense azure 
floor on a pile of straw, 
her body covered with sheepsk ns. A 
babe lay in swaddling 


A be arded 


young man with a serious troubled face 


tiny newborn 


clothes in the ass’s manger. 


stood at the door keeping the marvelling 
onlookers from filling the small space of 
thestable. 

On the floor before the manger knelt 
three men dressed as princes with the 
noble features of sages and the majestic 
demeanor of kings. Two cows and a calf 
and a little grey donkey peered from 
their stalls, their liquid eyes watching 
while their 
their supper of hay and clover. 

“So it is true,” breathed Miriam in 


rapture. “The prophecy has come true. 


serenely jaws worked on 


The shepherds spoke truly of their vision 
of the angels.” 

pt ook, mother, the old man with the 
white beard has brought a _ yellow 
casket.” 

Jeremy leaned over the sill, watching 


eagerly as the eldest of the wise men 








JOSEPH HELPED Miriam unroll the 
blanket from Jeremy while the shep- 
herds replaced their tattered skins. The 
three wise men made way for them and 
pushed the mild inquisitive beasts back 
into their stalls. Miriam stood over the 
manger, marvelling at the beautiful per- 
fection of the Babe while Joseph tucked 
the little blue blanket about His swad- 
dled body. Jeremy succumbed to his 
overpowering desire to touch one of the 


( hild. In- 
firmly 


hands of the 
tiny fing 


blossomlike 


stantly five ers closed 
about his right index finger. 

am ook, mother,” 
excitement, “The baby holds my finger. 
Look! He ts so tiny, so new and already 


He can take hold. Look, now He is 


warm. He is going to stop crying.” 


he cried, wild with 


Miriam drew Jeremy’s hand from the 
Child’s. 


pered. “Such a great noise you make 


and the little Babe is settling down to 


“Hush, beloved,” she whis- 


” 


slee p. 
She looked up 


+ 


illustrious Visitors 


and saw the three 
. wrapped in their 
cloaks again, looking down on het witha 
simple friendliness in their eyes. 
“You have a part of wisdom we have 
os ral é‘ es ; 
not, said the eldest one, stroking his 
| “But the 


and has room for many face 


white beard. universe Is vast 


ts of the one 
wisdom. We also are grateful to you.” 
The handsome giant with the red 
beard put his massive finely fashioned 
remy’s head. ““Do 

in your training, Miriam of 
The st 


hand on the curls of Je 
not falter 


Elium. 


is a good thing, but there is a strength 


rength of a man’s limbs 
that Is greater. 
The man with the 


eagle looked Strange ly eC ntle. 


noble mien of an 
He lifted 
Je remy’s chin and looked into the black 
eyes so curiously like his ow n. 

**Here dwelleth a stout heart in a frail 
vessel, Miriam. Let him remember the 


marvel he has witnessed and remain 
faithful to what he has done this night.”’ 

Miriam bowed her head and clasped 
Jeremy tight to her fast-running heart. 
“Thank you, my will 


cherish your words and remember them 


noble lords. I 


” 
always. 

t T 
was shy and embarrassed 


eyes of the crowd at the door 


Sut she 
with the 
watching her avidly and listening to the 
Now that { 


happe ned, she 


converse of the sages. this 
thing 


turn to her modest 


beautiful had 


eer , 
wished to r¢ obscurity 
as quickly as possible. She shifted 
Jeremy’s light weight, cur 


Magi and backed respectfully to the 


| 


siea 


+ 


to the 


doorway. She curtsied to the exquisite 


! | | I 
rl on the floor whose white brow was 


Zz 
now smooth and whose pure cheeks 
; ; . , ; 
showed the faint flush of returning 
color. 
“We bid you farewell and say thank 
you with our whole hearts, Mistress 
”9 

Mary. 


And | 
eyes shone 
“Your 


is well blessed to have such an 


“But I thank you, Miriam. 
thank 


on him like tender blue flames. 


vou, Jeremy.” Her 


mother 
unselfish little boy.” 
“Oh no 


t +t 
{ 


ar remy, hot Wi 


mistress - stammered 


h blushes. He remem- 


{ | | 
bered what a big boy he was to be seen 


borne in his mother’s arms and felt 


of it 


Fi 
and tie 


shame before the villagers ol 


; } ‘ | hy { 
Be hlehem Strange Shepherds 


from the distant hills. 
and as 


But none remarked on it, 


Miriam went out they stood, genial 
and smiling, to let her pass, turning 
back instantly to the drama in the 


of which no man in his 


the like 


would see again, 


stable, 


lifetime 


It was now the dreaming silence of 
the small hours. The great star was still 
visible above the village of Bethlehem, 
but its purpose was finished and its light 
was growing less. As Miriam led the 
donkey from the highroad to the hill 
path, the last glow of it died and the 
countryside vanished in impenetrabl« 
darkness. 

The donkey stumbled on the steep 
tracks, wandered into the fig planta- 
tions, came up against the vine-covered 
terrace walls and Miriam saw it was no 
Also the 


It was 


use to try to find the way. 
scurrying wind harassed them. 
keenly cold and burrowed through their 
clothes and flesh into the very bones. 
Miriam decided to halt in an olive grove, 
groped for a dry place with her hands, 
lifted Jeremy from the donkey and set 
him on the ground. She took the 
package of provisions from the saddle 
bag and sat beside him against a sloping 
trunk, 

“We will rest here till the sun rises,” 
she said. She drew him under her cloak 
to give him warmth and unwrapped the 
linen napkin from the food. 

“Eat, Jeremy. Are you not hungry 
after this long tiring night?” 

“1 did not feel it till now, mother.” 
He put out his hand to take the honey 
cake and a silver glow moved immedi- 


Miriam 


felt him tremble and she held his slight 


ately before them in the dark. 


body tighter against her own. 

“Mother, what is it?”” he whispered. 

“T don’t know, my son.” 

She looked at the limpid shimmer 
which now seemed to be resting in her 
lap. 
light moved with it. 
hand before him. 

“Why 

His small right 
outlined with a 

It was the finger that the 


held. 


He held up his 


look—mother. It’s me. 


index finger was 


clearly filmy silver 


radiance. 


Babe had 


EMOTION ROCKED Miriam like a 
Wild yearning, 


strange terror, transcendent happiness, 


tempest in the soul, 


unbelic vable bliss. She felt on the ve ree 
of knowing something too tremendous 
for the mortal know. The 
darkness about them throbbed with the 
might of the unseen. For a moment the 
veil of the worlds was rent for her and 


life glimpsed through it in promise of 


mind to 


illimitable Works of the 
Prophets learned by rote in the Templ 
“a | he 


+ ’3 1 
rue, she 


beauty. 


acquired substance of reality. 
wonders they spoke of are 
whispered, ““The wonders are true.” 
Jeremy moved his | 


fc rth, delighting in the arabe sques his 


ind back and 
shining linger wove. 
“What does it mean, 
beeged, hunger and cold alike forgotten. 
I don’t know every- 
“But | 


mother?” he 


“Jeremy, child, 
Miriam 
think it means you have touched God. 
“That little 
mv lovely light is growing dim.” 
Miriam took his hand and held it. 
Bright at first of starlike silver, slowly 
t Finally it 


the mystic lig 
vas vone and the finger could be see: 


thing,” said humbly. 


baby? Oh, look, mother, 


ht faded out. 


no more. For once the good-humored 
Jeremy voiced the anguish of disap- 
poll tment. 
“7 wish it 
to show the other 


was going U 


1 | , 
could have stayed, he 


sobbed. “*] 


boys. They would not have laughed 


; > 3 
at me again. I wish it could havestayed, 


mother.’ 
**Hush, 
don’t know 


Jeremy,” said Miriam. “I 


you like this. What would 


Jeremy moved his hand and the 








| 
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(©C)ccuPATION: [RIOUSEWIFE 


yet— You have darling Soft Hands” 


UCH A SURE way to keep your 
\/ hands so feminine, so smooth. 

Jergens Lotion follows the plan 
of many wise doctors—it tends 
your skin with 2 special soften- 
ing and roughness-smoothing 
ingredients. No sticky feeling. 
Soon have the soft, younger- 


looking hands you wish you had! 


Start now to use Jergens Lotion. 





hands can be proudly smooth. Jergens 


Lotion helps prevent chapping. 


Buy Victory Bonds 


In spite of “watery jobs"’, 





Volunteer Nurse’s Aid—but even rough 
work can’t make your hands feel dis- 






appointingly rough or look too old. 


Like professional care for your hands. Yet 
it’s easy to use Jergens Lotion! Even one 


appli ation helps chapped, red hands. 


, Jercens Lorion 


FOR SOFT, ADORABLE HANDS 
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Kefreshiment... by the fireside 


**Log fires, pine-paneling, hooked rugs and flowers return to simplicity in decorations, in entertain- 
—these things are all synonymous with com- ing and in living. The cobbler’s bench out of the 
fort, with home, the earlier Canadian way. Now past stands for integrity. The ice-cold bottles 
there is a definite swing back to the kind of of Coca-Cola gracing it at the moment stand 
homes our forefathers built and fought for—a for the same thing—that and refreshment.” 


Bissta ex error. 











Everybody agrees that Coca-Cola VY, Be pf, 
holds a unique place in Canadian e@eee 


life. The unmistakable quality of “HOMES AND FLOWERS” 


Dl a Od BY LAURA LEE BURROUGHS 

62 Colour Iustrations . . . 

Flower Arrangements . .. Home Settings. . . 
wholesome, refreshing flavours Interesting Ideas 


How to get a copy! Send your name and 
address (clearly printed) with ten cents in 
charms. There’s less Coca-Cola coin or stamps (to cover cost of handling 
and mailing) to THE COCA-COLA COMPANY 
OF CANADA, LIMITED, TORONTO, ONTARIO, 
enjoy and serve often. CANADA, DEPT. H.C. 
















art in its making... a blend of 


that gives it the taste that always 


in wartime, but still enough to 


THE COCA-COLA COMPANY OF CANADA, LIMITED 
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Hockey sticks are tucked away. Basketball shoes and football helmets 
thump into corners. Baseball bats go into retirement. 


Canada’s “kid lines’’ are stepping into R.C.A.F. air crews, to swing out 
in the greatest team attack the world has ever known. 


As front line fighters in the R.C.A.F., these husky, hard-hitting lads use their 
teamwork to sweep the enemy from the skies—to send smashing tons of 
flaming destruction into the nerve centres of the Axis. 


They team up to rip through the skies at hundreds of miles an hour— 
Bombers, Navigators, Pilots, Gunners, Wireless Operators—clicking to- 
gether to score hit after hit. They team up with fighter pilots and eagle-eyed 
reconnaissance fliers to smash through enemy defences and pile up superb 
records for Victory. 


The expanded Air Training Plan has room for more men who want to join 
these fighting comrades of the skies in their great deeds of today and their 
great prospects for tomorrow. Right now applications are being accepted 
for air crew duties, at R.C.A.F. Recruiting Centres throughout Canada. 


If you are physically fit, mentally alert, over 17'\/) and not yet 33, you are eligible. 
If you are over 33, but have exceptional qualifications, you may still be considered. 
Lack of formal education is no longer a bar to enlistment. 


Royat CANADIAN AIR FORCE 


BOMBER 


WOMEN TOO—join “that 
men may fly.’ Canadian 
women fill vital jobs in the R.C.A.F. Women’s Divi- 
sion, releasing men for air crew duties. Recruits are 
needed, age 18 to 40, physically fit, with at least 
High School entrance. Many useful and fascinating 
jobs await you. No experience needed. The Air 
Force will train you quickly to take your place with 
Canada’s airwomen. Full information at any R.C.A.F. 
Recruiting Centre, or write address below for 
explanatory booklet. 









a 


FIGHTING COMRADES OF THE SKIES 


For illustrated booklet giving full information, write: 
Director of Manning, R.C.A.F., Jackson Building, Ottawa, or the nearest of these R.C.A.F. Recruiting Centres: 
Vancouver, Calgary, Edmonton, Saskatoon, Regina, Winnipeg, North Bay, Windsor, London, Hamilton, Toronto, Ottawa, Montreal, Quebec, Moncton, Halifax. 


’ 
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**] won’t kiss Mommy goodnight! 





She’s mean to me!”’ 








1. It was awful to hear my child say that, especially in front of my brother and sister- 





on 


in-law. I felt I just had to explain, so after I put little Tommy to bed, I told them about 
iow the boy had needed a laxative and what a terrible time I had making him take it 
He said he hated “That nasty-tasting medicine” and struggled against it, until . . . 










Baers a aD 
2. I just plain had to force it down him. It 
was for his own good, of course, but all the 
rest of the day he’d been acting hurt and 
miserable. I admitted I felt bad about it 
myself but said I supposed I just had to 
put up with it. 





4. “Try Castoria,” she went on. “It’s the 
laxative with a taste children like, so you 
never have to force it on them. I’ve heard 
many doctors approve Castoria because it 
is made especially for children.” 





pe 2. a 


6. Well, next time Tommy needed a laxa- 
tive I gave him Castoria. And, sure enough, 
he just loved it. It worked wonderfully, too. 
(And from that day 
‘4, xati ; 





on, we’ve never had 


, scenes, 


me of our 


CASTORIA 


The SAFE laxative made especially for children, 






3. At this point my sister-in-law, who’s in 
child-welfare work, spoke up. “It’s not my 
affair,’ she said, “but really it’s quite 
wrong to force medicine on a child that way. 
It can upset his system and may do more 
harm than good. 


5. So next day I asked our druggist about 
Castoria. ‘Tine for children,”’ he said. “It’s 
effective, yet safe and gentle, so it doesn’t 
upset the child’s digestion.” Then he sug- 
gested the money-saving Family Size. 


As the medical profession knows, 
the chief ingre« 


has an excelle 


ient in Castoria 








nt reputation in medi 


literature, 

















the great Jord think of you now? The 
one who said you had a stout heart 

turned 
mother’s bosom and wept. 


into his 
“But I do 


wish it could hav estay edalw ay — 


Jeremy his face 


Miriam comforted him with caresses. 


“Come, child, you are tired and hungry. 


Eat this honey cake and go to sleep.” 
Ile was asleep before he had finished 
but Miriam was full of thought 


W palk . 


eatin 


and did not sleep till the East gr 


When she waked 


it was full morning, 
the sun on high. 


The nagging wind had 

died and the air was mild with flowing 

sunshine. She ope ned her eyes and Saw 

the blue of a clear sky gleaming like 
, 


flower beds through the grey-green 
leaves, 

She stretched her cramped limbs, 
while memory renewed the night’s 


experience of wonder. Then she sat up 


rigid, her blood iced with terror. Jeremy 


t 


had been stolen from her while she slept. 
They had stolen the donkey too. But 


what dt ? 


| + 
that matter? Jeremy, the light 


the blood ot her heart, was 


ot her eyes, 


gone. 


: : 11 os. ie ty 
She jumped up and he Id to the enaried 


trunk to steady herself. Her knees were 
water and het heart p unded with the 
violent beat of a drum. “Jeremy she 
called, sta; gvering over the water runnels 


. ‘“ 19 
between the trees. Jeremy. Jeremy! 


Sut her voice was ho 


No an 


irse and there 


was no powc! swer Came, 
She looked about the mud between th« 


irrigation channels and saw the tiny 

a > : 1 ' 
holes the donkey’s hoofs had made and 
the prints of bare feet of the one who had 


They led her to the 


rim of the hillside where 


gone away with it. 
the olive grove 


ended in a terrace wall grown with vines. 


A narrow pasture lay on the terrace 


farther down. There she saw the donkey 
straying at his leisure, pausing here and 
A small boy 


was shouting at him and pursuing hin— 


there to crop the herbage. 


a boy who was running and jumping. 
Miriam passed her hand over her eyes 
That striped white 
it-black 


the boy could not be 


3 
and looked again. 


and scarlet tunic and that nig 


But 


curly head! 


he rson, 


+ 


““Jeremy,” she tried to call again, but 
no sound came. The boy stopped as if he 
had heard her voice, shielded his eyes 
sunlight 
' 


looked up the hill. He saw her standing 


ars 
with his hand and 


from the 
there and came running. 


MIRIAM STARED at him as he ap- 


—_ 1 
proached, her eyes starting from het 
| 


ne ad, her | 


hands pre 


was Je remy. Ar d his ft 


ssed oO 





nea For it v 
were neithel hered I I sted They 
were long and healthy, tight, sturd 
and strong. 

‘Lo uted sly 
“I ca IK. l car 1 ‘ig 
can dot! i | ner by 

He halted his ad] I 1 and 
turned a somersaul », and al 
i I i {| ( ( ( 


cround, Miriam clambered down the 
vines, ran to him and caught him in her 
arms. ‘They rocked together, Jeremy 
laughing and Miriam weeping. 

“My son 
son who will be a man for me 

“Well, I always said | would, mother.” 

“Yes, little one, I know. But this | 
different. When—how did you find you 
could walk?” 


‘I woke before you, mother, and | 


my beloved little son—my 


saw the donkey was gone, I got up 
without thinking about it. I forgot | 
couldn’t walk. | tt up. I went 


away quietly so | wouldn’t wake you 


just ge 


and | found him and I ran after him.’ 
Miriam let her 


shame. “It’s a miracle, Jeremy. You 


' : 
tears flow without 


touched the Christ Child and it wrought 


” 
a mirac lc . 


+ 


Jeremy stared in astonishment a 
mother’s tears. 


her let 


She had always hitherto 


t 


It was the first time he 


had seen them run uncheckee 


l 
tri { ti t 
Lrice to ice 


them. He wiped them away with the 


1 I Ls 
hem of his tunic, now a hands bre: 


too short tor him, 


“The ¢ hrist ¢ hild? Am 
her?” 


it all me in, mother 


“Oh, Jeremy,” said Miriam, laughit 


iracl ? \W hat 


aoes 


1 ‘6 1 

derly, questions agai! And i 

) t I S you re ta too y 

” 
understane 
+ 9 
I il »try,mM 
j i. ] ‘ 

Muiriam »ked over his dark curls ; 

the green and sand-hued Jandscape 


basking in the sun. She had ever lo 


but had never seemed so sweet 
ind friendI is it did this morni » 
radiant n ts peaceful beaut) 
familiar and secure. 

She clasped the boy tight and feelin; 
his solid weight and the rugged mal: 
strength of bone and muscle was me | 
transported and amazed, She spoke 


; ; . ' ' 
over his shining head as she knelt clasp- 


1g him on the grass and what she spok« 
was he rown pray Te 

‘It means indeed is born a Savior. It 
means that from now on all suffer 
faithful hea 


t 
| 4 . + + 
Du illusion to the 


matter how dark the night may fall, a 
hand will be stretched out to lead 
ul u h da KNCSS those who put 
heir own to grasp It. It means 
the body can go hungry and lic 
ind x cold without a roof, b 

oul remain faitl ul, the ma iI 
n hole, n l he aie It nea 
ha no mar! r woma ile ( 
t rte iny n ( Not even 1 ic | ( 
OY WIL 1iather 

Het cl ked her hi l 

e ! her hands with ov ove 
cl le Ss regenerated boc ar 
laughed, twisted out of her grasp 


leaped away > pursue the donkeé LI 
ran like a deer, hal ! ) 
ca eels ind OMe ilt 
Miriam itched n | ! ri 
i shed t the empty al 


“Shower Ideas” — Chatelaine Service Bulletin No. 402 


A collection of original and amusing ideas which will help 
solve the problem of entertaining the bride-to-be and her 


friends. 


Price 15 cents. Write today for your copy to 


Chatelaine Service Bulletins, 481 University Ave., Toronto. 
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he was amusing. But amusing men 
usually got to be terrible bores. You got 
tired of chatter which sometimes turned 
impudent. 

Kelly offered cigarettes. “It’s a fine 
night. Want to walk down to Caryville? 
I’ll buy you girls a soda.” 

Kathy 
“What's wrong?” 

“1 itch,” 


Kelly reached over and took her arm 


scratched and Kelly said, 


Kathy said simply, and 


in his brown fingers. 

His voice was warm, full of sym- 
pathy. “You poor kid. You’ve got 
poison ivy. Take a bath with lye soap. 
Ask them inside for lotion. Maybe 
you'll catch it in time.” 

He nodded as Kathy said, “Darn!” 

“We'll wait for you. We can have the 
soda some other time.” 


That was Kelly. Considerate, thought- 


VALEDICTION 
By JOAN FRANCES AUSTEN 


> 
to 


You're a haunting melody that 
doesn’t have an ending; 


You're a little heart wound that 
will never have a mending— 


A blighted hope, a crippled joy, 
an unfulfilled desire; 


A warmth that does not comfort me, 
so fiercely burns your fire! 


An ecstasy that fell with summer 
stars to earth—a pain 


With so much sweetness in it that 
I'd wish for it again; 

A restless dream that dances to a 
too-romantic air— 


You'll always be a longing that 
I'll stifle with a prayer! 


ful. Even if you didn’t mean anything, 
he was careful of your feelings. 

But he was also other things. He was 
also the grandest company if you wanted 
to be gay and inconsequential. And that 
Being 


was what they agreed upon. 


serious was a laugh. 


KATHY WAS a mess in the morning. 
She looked, as she said, like a Barnum 
and Bailey clown with only half the 
whitewash on. She insisted she wasn’t 
going to let them dance attendance on 
her, and so Ellen and Kelly went down 
to Half Moon together and got out the 
canoe. 

Kelly wore no shirt and his clean- 
ribbed torso was the same golden brown 
as his face. Ellen wore a blue kerchief 
about her head, a halter and shorts. 
‘“*Paleface,” Kelly snorted as he drove 
the paddle into the green water, and 
Ellen wrinkied her nose at him. It was 
no different than shipboard had been. 
The same nice feeling you got when out 
of the welter of people you met one who 
fitted in perfectly—who made the days 
full and complete. And who meant 
nothing after you got back to your desk. 

That was how Kelly felt, too. They 
talked about it the first time they 
picnicked at Logan’s, fairly grovelling 
in the deep mosses under the pines; 


t 


crinkling their eyes against the sun on 
Half Moon below and feeling the heat 
of the beams that came past the high 
green boughs. 


“Sure,” 
romance is heady stuff. Time, place and 


Kelly said. “This summer 


the girl. It’s an irresistible combination. 
Change time and place and you get a 
different chemical reaction.”” He turned 
over and pulled a stalk of bread-and- 
butter and bit the end. ‘“‘Poor kids. 
Most of them don’t stop to think about 
that. Then they get hurt.” 

Ellen had nodded, looking at him. It 
was how she felt. She was twenty-two 
and Kelly was twenty-five or six. Older 
than most the others—different, too. 
And so thevy’d reached that 
standing, and, having reached it, gone 


under- 


happily on to enjoy the rest of the days. 
“Til fall madly in love with you,” 
Kelly said amiably. ‘‘In fact I’m that 
way now. I'll break my heart when you 
go. I always do when the girl of the 
summer leaves for home. But I’m glad 
it’s only a memory when winter comes. 
You, too?” 

“Mn,” Ellen agreed, tossing her brown 
bob as she lay on her stomach. ‘“‘That’s 
how it’s always worked out.” 

“Kindred spirit,” Kelly said, and 
patted her hand. ‘‘You and me, mens 
sana in corpore sano, or is it sano, sana?” 

“All I know ts amo, amas, amat, 
amamus, amatis, amant,”” Ellen said. 

‘**That’s all you need in any language,” 
Kelly told her, and helped an ant get a 
dead beetle over the hurdle of a grass 
blade. “Us, we are going to have fun 
much thereof 
swell set of memories.” 

So of course they didn’t swap life 


and say Vale and have a 


histories and life careers. There wasn’t 
time for that. But they did everything 
together the rest of the two weeks. They 
even acknowledged that the headiness 
of summer love was pretty potent. There 
was a beech at Logan’s with a decayed 
hollow a foot above its base where 
When it 
was hot andstilland they felt toolethargic 
to make the effort of speech, they’d write 
notes and drop them into the hollow 


squirrels once had_ nested. 


and reach for them when they got the 


Kelly would write, “When I 


> hed 


energy. 
wake how’s about a swim or even 
once, ““There’s a nice crawly green 
caterpillar on your bustle, lady. If he’s 
still there when you read this, nudge 
him off.”” 

They’d even, insensibly and without 
shock, got to where they kissed. It was 
before Kathy shed the itchings and came 
in to make one in their activities. Kelly’s 
arm lazily about her. His mouth against 
hers and his smile answering hers. “* Nice, 
Ellen. There’s all the summer in your 
lips.” 

It was idyllic, it was warming, it was 
grand, But they were sophisticated 
people. They'd agreed on that. They 
knew such things did not last beyond the 
green and gold, the fires of summer. 
Ellen was so sure and yet when the last 
day came she felt a sinking, sickening 
sense of doubt, the faint symptoms of 
panic. Kathy said, ““Mavbe we'll see 
And Ellen answered, 


Kelly in town.” 


**You wouldn’t want to meet a lifeguard 


in his lounge clothes, would you?” 

Kathy had looked at her, doubtfully, 
but Ellen had smiled. Sure it would 
hurt. It always did. You hated leaving 
a gang after a cruise. It gave you a 
choky feeling. 

She had the choky feeling, even more 
with Ke lly on 
Logan’s, looking down at the tiny canoes 
on the lake far below. ** Been fun,”’ 


Kelly said, biting his words against 


so that last day. Sitting 


the stem of his pipe. “Swell fun. How’s 
with you?” 
Ellen put thumb and forefinger to- 


gether and made the gesture. 


LS sss sss less 
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Hark back to wars of bygone years ... wars waged before eo 
the time of written history. In the hands of old-time warriors x 
guarding their homes and families from pillage and death, 
were spears and arrows tipped with copper and bronze. 


Read tomorrow’s headlines, and again you will find cop- 
per and its alloys in the spearhead of offense! Shells! 
Bombs! Tanks! Ships! Submarines! Planes! Guns! Run 
through the list of our modern fighting equipment. You'll 
find the enduring, red rustless metal used in every one. 


Churchill’s call to action “Give Us The Tools”, is being 
answered by Canadian industry. Solely to meet the in- 
creased demands that Canada’s war effort has placed on 
copper production and fabrication, Anaconda has greatly 
enlarged its facilities. Anaconda’s skilled staff has been 
multiplied to more than double its pre-war strength. 
New fabricating skills have been taught to an ever- 
increasing army of apprentices! Yes indeed! In answer 
to the demand for “Copper! ... More 
Copper!”, the men of coca have AnaConnA 
stepped up production many times. eo 


ANACONDA AMERICAN BRASS LIMITED 
Made-in-Canada Products 


Main Office and Plant: New Toronto, Ont. Montreal Office :939 Dominion Square Bldg. 








24 — Chatelaine, December, 1942 


SRE REN 


Ee 


BE READY 


FOR ATTACK BY COLDS 
ON THE HOME FRONT! 


Results of Winter-Long Tests Show 
FEWER COLDS . . SHORTER COLDS 
50% LESS SICKNESS FROM COLDS 


After making this record in a 
great clinically-supervised test (2650 
children took part) Vicks Plan is now 
ready for use right in your own home! 

Of course, this practical home-guide 
may do less for you and your family 
—or it may do even more! But... it’s 
certainly WORTH TRYING now that 
colds are causing so much suffering 
and such a waste of precious time. 

This year, more than ever, Canada’s 





11 





details of Vick 
mptoms of a « not relieved prompt! 


to thr 


WET AYA 


eS 


lo Work Ln Jour 





a La 


war effort demands that every patri- 
otic Canadian keep on the job! So do 
your part now. Put Vicks Plan to work 
in your home today and see what it 
may do for you and your family. 


VICKS PLAN ..Here’s What You Do: 


Observe a Few Simple Health Rules. Live nor- 
mally. Avoid excesses. Eat simple food. Drink plen- 
ty of water. Keep elimination regular. Take some ex- 
ercise daily, preferably outdoors. Get plenty of rest 
and sleep. Avoid people who have colds, 


At the First Sniffle or Sneeze put a few drops of 

clinic-tested Vicks Va-tro-nol up each nostril. Use 
as directed in package. This specialized medication 
is expressly designed to aid natural defenses against 
colds—and so helps prevent many colds from develop- 
ing. (If you should have a mean head cold, use 
Vicks Va-tro-nol to relieve the distress.) 


If a Cold Should Develop or Slip by Precautions 

. tub clinic-tested Vicks VapoRub on back and 

on throat and chest. It penetrates to cold-congested 
upper bronchial tubes with soothing vapors. It stimu- 


: f 
lates chest and back surfaces like a warming poultice 


This penetrating-stim ulating action works for hours 
colds. 


to relieve mi 1S series of 


ks Plan in y 
] 


yur package of Vicks... If the 


ght away, 


eaten—call in your family doctor ri 





Summer Fires 


Continued from page 15 


enjoying the Harlow 
a canoe out onto the 
Kathy said, “ You’d 
think the other femmes would appre- 
ciate your leaving the men alone. But 
They resent it.” And Ellen 
ghed and said, “Oh, summer 
It’s all béout, Kathy. I’m 
Like I am to poison ivy.” 
But Kathy wasn’t 


down, 
food "and taking 
lake by themselves. 


snug gled 


they don’t. 
had lau; 

romance. 
immune. 


not to poison Ivy. 


KATHY CAME down with it the even- 
ing Kelly showed up. He came as Ellen 
and Kathy sat on the fence watching 
the sun go down behind Logan’s, 

Kathy first. Kathy said, 
“Fevven’s sake. What’s with Holly- 


and Ellen lowered her eves from 


saw him 


wood?” 


the serrated skyline and saw Kelly. 
He was wearing baggy grey flannels 


His 
fair skin was tanned a golden brown 
that made his eyes the deepest blue 
Kathy had ever seen. 


and a grey shirt open at the throat. 
Bre, I 


He came to them, easy, assured. He 
shoved his hands in the pockets of his 
flannels and looked 
ciously. 

Ellen had giggled, but Kathy frowned. 
“What gives?” 

Kelly shook his head. “I heard there 
was something simply crashing 
at Ha low *s. 
quarry of 


them over judi- 


up he re 
Now I’m in a quandary. A 
a quandary.” 
He leaned against the 
sideways to them. 


fence, facing 
There was something 
appealingly trustful as he spoke. 


never been able to answer this: 


“T’ve 
Is 1t the 
supremely 
intelligent that most gets me?” 


Ellen choked. Kelly shot her a 


reproachful look. “I never can decide.” 


supremely lovely or the 


He gestured widely and heaved a sigh. 
“It’s six of one and fifty-fifty of the 
other. 
both my women.” 

Kathy wasn’t proof against that sort 
of thing. Ellen knew her well enough to 
know Kathy was basically no different 
Kathy knew Keily 
flattering her, 
Kathy said, ‘ 7. bet 
You know the rest. 

“T don’t tell other girls anything of the 
sort,” Kelly said virtuously. “I’m a 
very particular sort of person.” He 
lifted a hand and turned away. “Be 
l’Il pick you up.” 


His fac e was too, too 


than anyone else. 

but she 
, 
and 


was flagrantly 
liked it. 


nodded, “ - 


ready after dinner. 
Then he stopped. 
sad. “I can’t marry either of you 
I’d want 
both and where is Utah 


ask? But don’t be unhappy. 
you furiously.” 


, you 
know, because to marry ze 
may 


I a 


now, 


Then he went on down the road, tall 


and broad-shouldered and _ practically 


Ellen looked after him, 
“Whoosh. He 


hipless, while 
smiling, and Kathy said, ‘ 
», isn’t he?” 
He was different when he 
came up on the porch that night and 
“Hi, Kelly,” and the girls 
fluttered until he made his direct way 


to the porch swing. 


1s something 


He was. 
the men said, 
He was just as easy 


He still wore 


Ss, but he h ad ona school 


as if they were old friends. 
the grey bag 
blazer and his face shone like a boy’s 

“Hello,” 
all Harlow’ 


and take was 


ewly scrubbed. He said, 
quictly, as if aware that 
was wate hing, and give 
ween the three of them. 
moved for 


sacred bet 


Ellen 


She 


him to sit down. 


wasn’t sure just wh 


ol him, 


You’ll have to share me. You’re 


at she thought | 


He was certainly handsome and | 
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J 
She's been wanting one for 


a long time--sure been hinting 
enough anyway. . 


| thought maybe when she got 
it we'd hear the dnd of it. 
"But not Sis. Now that she’s 
got her Heirloom yee should 
hear her---raving~ that her 
dream's come true 


Heirloom 
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IS OUR BUSINESS TOO! 


Please don’t blame the store if you have 


to wait awhile for your Mossfield Blankets. 
“Home-front” requirements are being met 
as quickly as wartime priorities will per- 
mit. But remember that Victory is our 
business too! The Armed Services must 
come first...and, already hundreds of 
thousands of Mossfield-made Blankets 


are on active service! 


MOSStICLD 


Fire wool BLANKETS 


j kets 
cious Mossfield Blan 
you now have..-- Remember that they 


G 
are quality-made for years of sige 
LoveLINEsSs. Write for Free Fo 998 
‘The care and washing of blankets. 


Protect the pre 









PORRITTS & SPENCER (Canada) LTD. HAMILTON, CANADA 


Write for 
New Catalogue of 
LINENS 


REAL LACES 


613 Granville St., 


Vancouver, Canada 





Choose beauty and perfection. A 
Blue River Diamond Ring... 
registered quality . . . exquisite 
designs. Featured by many fine 
jewellers. 


Cyt aes 
DIAMOND RINGS 
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the queer, single-appearing tracks of 
rabbits. 


She came at last to Logan’s. She 
remembered it as a sort of cathedral; a 
green-enclosed chapel. But this was 


different. 
spread before her. 


Wide open and all the hills 
She could see the 
wide expanse of Half Moon. See the 
dark the winds had 
drifted the black ice. 
Far as the lake 


stretched, lonely, abandoned, and sud- 


patches where 
the snow from 


the eye could reach 
denly Ellen’s eyes stung as the dead 
voices of summer seemed to rise and 
echo. 

the beech that had shaded 
It looked naked, silvery white 
as if it was 


She saw 
them, 
with its gnarled branches 
ashamed without its lovely green drap- 
ery. She drew a deep breath and slipped 
off the knapsack. 

She stood up and Jooked all around 
and then she said, ‘Kelly, go away. 
Leave me alone. Forever and ever. Do, 
She said 


i 
} 
i 


it aloud and was 
eT! voice broke. She 
id built a quick fire. It 


+ 


and crackled and the 


darling.” 


furious when 
cathe red tv ivs ar 
snapped 


Sting of 
the smoke was a counter-irritant against 


that other sting in her eyes. 


It was a good Junch, a good fire. She 
sat on a fallen log, brushing it free of 
snow and ate and listened to the fire 


crackle and looked at the beech, rememe 
bering every moment they had spent. 
She felt more at peace as she let herself 
gO. She loved Kelly, probably she 
always would, but she was resigned to 


the realization that 


she would never sce 
him; that he did not, could not, love her. 
The fire burned brightly. 


in the thermos was plangently hot. The 


The coffe 


was still bright but 


had 
Ellen r pac ked the knapsac k. 
She walked to the very edge of Logan’s 


sun some of the 


warmth with Its westering 


gone 
lescent 
adescent. 


and looked down at the lake. Then she 


turned away to the beech. There was 
no vestige of the moss where they had 
Only the hole that had been thei: 
She could almost 


see Kelly as he turned on one side and 


lain, 
letterbox remained, 
fumbled for the note she’d scribbled and 
then looked at him sidewise, through the 
silken mesh of her lashes until his curi- 
osity overcame his laziness. 

She put her hand in the opening. 
There were leaves that had blow n in. 
Leaves as dead as the summer that had 
seen them full and Jush with life—th« 
that had 


there was something « Ise. 


summer been theirs. 3ut 

She withdrew it and looked down at 
the dry paper. She couldn’t remember 
they had forgotten any notes—but this 
was old. This was from the past. A sheet 
from the notebook Kelly carried. The 
paper was crinkled by alternate damp 
and dry weather, the pencilled words 


faded, Kelly’s ‘writing, 


angular, individual. 


but it was 


ELLEN FELT her knees 


went back to the fire and sat down, 


tremble. Sh« 


smoothing open the note. It said, 


‘Darling, you left yesterday. I never 


knew anything so small could leave so 
In me, in all the world. | 


\ ou’re all 


around me, In every leaf, In every sound 


great a void, 


love you terribly, 


that comes up trom the lake. I can’t 
take it, Ellen sweet. Oh, I know. [’Il 
laugh at myself in six weeks, o1 
but 
gone and I’m sick with 

You'll nev 
Il come 


> 
page 16) 


may b« 


even tour, just now Is now and 


you're missing 
you, longing for you. cr 
know and that’s just as well. 


+e Contin 


iced on 
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PROPER LIGHTING at home to- 
night keeps eyes fit and alert for war 
work tomorrow! Adequate, protec- 
tive lighting does not mean wasteful 
lighting. You can combine good home 
lighting with economy simply by 
following these suggestions: Place 
lamps where they'll be most useful. 
Keep bulbs and shades clean. Turn 
off lights where rooms and passages 
are not in use. And, light well but 
save power by choosing Edison 
Mazda Lamps— made for longer- 
lasting brightness! 
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Ven se 


Surprise! Hot cheese biscuits 
with a tantalizing cheese 
flavour and melt-in-your- 
mouth richness. They’re so 
easy to make with Cow 
Brand Baking Soda —the perfect 
leavener. Send today for our Cooking 
Booklet containing other new and 
interesting recipes. 


Cheese Stars 


cups sifted all purpose flour 
teaspoon Cow Brand Baking Soda 
teaspoon salt 
cup shortening 
6 cup grated cheese 

34 cup buttermilk 
Soft butter Grated cheese 


Sift flour once, measure, add baking 
soda and salt and sift again. Cut 
in shortening. Add grated cheese. 
Add buttermilk, stirring quickly to 
form a soft dough. Turn onto floured 
board. Knead slightly. Roll 14 inch 
thick. Spread lightly with soft butter. 
Cut into 2 inch squares. Cut each 
square in half, making triangles. 
Cover one half with grated cheese, 
place other half on top of first, butter 
side down, centre points in opposite 
position. Bake in hot oven (475°F.) 
15 minutes. Serve hot. Makes 24 
Stars. 


Colds» Acidity 


For three generations a true friend 
for home aid. Cow Brand Baking Soda 
is pure bicarbonate of soda. It re- 
lieves indigestion, acidosis, checks 
sore throats, common colds, keeps 
teeth clean, and is restful and in- 
vigorating in the bath. Keep it handy 
in the medicine chest and send for our 
Medicinal Booklet offered below. 
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BA BICARBONATE OF SODA 


FREE COOKING BOOKLET ana 


folder describing the medicinal uses of Cow 
Brand Baking Soda will be mailed on request. 
Mail this coupon today! 


CHURCH & DWIGHT LIMITED, 

Dept. U-62, 

2715 Reading St., Montreal. 

Send me your FREE booklets on the Cooking 
u Medicinal uses of Cow Brand Baking Soda. 
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Kelly said, “It'll be dumb without 
you the rest of my month. Thanks for a 
lovely interlude. I'll be a better man.” 

Ellen had laughed against the silly 
ache that she knew would go when she 
was once more at her desk, away from 
all this: the sentiment, the propinquity. 

“T hate good-bys,” Kelly said, when 
the shadows began to lengthen. “I'll 
kiss you here, feller.” 

They’d clung for a moment, and then 
Kelly put his arm about her and they 
walked through the woods, down the 
winding trail to Harlow’s, and there he 
said, “Say so long to Kathy for me, 


Ellen. ’By.” 


HE’D GONE. She knew he felt as she 
did. Everyone did when a cruise, when 
a vacation, came to an end, It was like 
tearing away a little of one’s self. You 
got used to people you saw every day 
and all day—you hated to tet them go— 
hated to Jet the tiny idyll pass from your 
life. But that’s how life was. Every 
happiness left a hurt. When you were 
wise and sophisticated you accepted 
that and were thankful. Much, much 
fun, a quick good-by and no heeltaps— 
no lingering, dying attempts to keep 
alive what could only live in summer’s 
warm fires. 

It had hurt at first. Just as Ellen 
knew it would, Not seeing Kelly at the 
station. Knowing, as she rode toward 
the city with Kathy that he was still 
there. That perhaps he was on Logan’s 
and knowing, too, with a fierce gratitude 
that it would be different for him there 
without her. 

She’d often felt like that for a few 
days after a cruise ended and the crowd 
broke up. Felt that she didn’t want to 
lose the man, the friends of the moment, 
and then been terribly sorry, weeks 
after, that she’d given her phone, said 
where she worked. Well, she and Kelly 
had handled it properly. They’d met 
and had fun and parted and they were 
both the better for it—and they hadn’t 
left any lines to dangle. 

Ellen threw herself into work with 
renewed vigor. September was upon the 
city and then the loveliness of October. 
It was grand just to be there, to be alive 
and have a good job and be Jovely so 
that men turned to look after you and 
your hat was right, your smart suit and 
your pumps below the vertical line of 
sheer stockings. 

But there was also a breathless sense 
of anticipation. A heart-catching eager- 
ness for the next corner 
bility that around it 
broad-shouldered young man with blue 
eyes and bright hair, 

Kathy knew. Kathy said after the 
first weeks: ‘Why don’t you call him 
up? You're in love with Kelly.” 

Ellen smiled at her. 
love with the summer’s young man, | 
couldn’t call him if I wanted to. I don’t 
know where he lives or works, and he 
That’s how 


for the possi- 


would come a 


“I’m always in 


knows as much about me. 
it should be too.” 

“You cluck,” Kathy said inelegantly, 
yet with sad eyes. “You dumb little 
cluck. This is different.” 


AND IT WAS. Oh not for Kelly. But 
for her. Ellen knew it when the flurry 
of Christmas passed and the New Year 
seemed destined to be twelve months 
of snow and slush and she missed Kelly, 
she longed for him as she had the first 
She'd 
happened sometimes. You got caught. 
Well, she had. *She felt, better when 


day they’d parted, known it 








To People 


who wanttowrite 


but can't get started 


Do you have that constant urge to write but 
the fear that a beginner hasn't a chance? 


Then listen to what the editor of Liberty 
said on this subject: 


“There is more room for newcomers in the 
writing field today than ever before. Some 
of the greatest of writing men and women 
have passed from the scene in recent 
years. Who will take their places? Who 
will be the new Robert W. Chambers, 
Edgar Wallace, Rudyard Kipling, and 
many others whose work we have pub- 
lished? It is also true that more people are 
irying to write than ever before, but talent 
is still rare and the writer still must learn 
his craft, as few of the newcomers nowa- 
days seem willing to do. Fame, riches and 
the happiness of achievement await the 
new men and women of power.” 


Already Selling Stories Though 
Only Halfway Through Course 
“While, during the first half of 
the training. I have not earned 





any startling sums, the cheaues 
I received have gone a long, long 
Way towards swelling the family 
exchequer Many new writers 
‘found themselves’ in the last 
war. N.1A. training has pr 
vided me with a natural outlet 
for the emotions aroused by war 
time.’’ 
—LOTTIE S. McLURG 
205 Hale Street 
London, Ont., Canada 


Writing Aptitude Test — FREE! 
Tei Newspaper Institute of America 


offers a free Writing Aptitude Test. 

Its object is to discover new recruits 
for the army of men and women who add 
to their income by fic- 
tion and article writing. 
The Writing Aptitude 
Test is a simple but 
expert analysis of your 
latent ability, your pow- 
ers of imagination, logic, 


NOTICE TO 
CANADIANS 


Newspaper __Insti- 


tute’s operations in 
Canada have been 
approved by the 


Foreign Exchange 

Control Board and | etc, Not all applicants 
te facilitate all J Nite : Th 
financial trans- pass this test. ose 


actions, a special 
permit has been as- 
signed to their ac- 
count with The 


who do are qualified to 
take the famous N. I. A. 
: course based on _ the 
en, ee. practical training given 
real. by big metropolitan 
dailies. 
This is the New York Copy Desk Method 
which teaches you to write by writing! 
You develop your individual style instead 
of trying to copy that of others. 


You “cover” actual assignments such as 
metropolitan reporters get. Although you 
work at home, on your own time, you are 
constantly guided by experienced writers. 


It is really fascinating work. Each week 
you see new progress. In a matter of 
months you can acquire the coveted “pro- 
fessional” touch. Then you're ready for 
market with greatly improved chances of 
making sales. 


Mail the Coupon Now 





But the first step is 
to take the FREE 
Writing Aptitude 
Test. It requires but 


WAR MAKES 
WRITERS 


Every war has launched 
or marked the turning 
Point in the careers of 


a few minutes and innumerable great 
; . . authors, such as Lau- 
costs nothing. So rence Stallings, Willa 
mail the coupon now, | Cather, John Buchan, 

. Ernest Hemingway, 
Make the first move | Edna Ferber, Irvin S. 
towards the most en- | Geb». Fannie Hurst. 


This war may be your 
golden opportunity te 
express yourself! Send 
teday for your W.1.A. 
Writing Aptitude Test. 


and profit- 
occupation — 


jovable 
able 
writing for publica- 
tion! Newspaper In- 
stitute of America, One Park Avenue, New 
York, U. S. A. (Founded 1925) 





Newspaper Institute of America 


One Park Avenue, New York, 
U.S.A. 
Send me, without cost or obligation, vour 


Writing Aptitude Test and further 
about writing for profit a 
Chatelaine, December. 


Miss 
TG Medes Cah bavbns (65600-00006660000006 06906004 
Mr. 


Address 
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promised in 


she’d faced the fact and wept over it, 
She loved Kelly Smith. All the weeks 
the months she’d been hoping he would 
find her. A man who loved a girl would 
do that. He hadn’t. He didn’t love her. 
He felt toward her as she had felt toward 
those young men she had had fun with 
in other summers. And that 
right, too, because it had been made 


was all 


clear between them. He owed het 
nothing. He had been honest. It was 


just too bad, that was all. 

But she couldn’t dispose of it with 
words. Kathy said so, too. “Look, 
chicken, what’s to do?” 

“What do you mean, Kathy?” 

“Oh, honey, don’t quibble I’m 
worried about you. Why don’t you try 
and find him?” 

“T have.” Ellen knew her smile was 
ghastly. “‘All the Smiths in the phone 
book. I know them by heart—the 
hundreds. Our Kelly isn’t there.” 

Kathy swore then as only Kathy 
Whole-hearted, full-bodied. 
‘You’ve got to do something. If you 


can’t have the man you've got to forget 
> 


could. 


him. You’ve got to get over it. 

“Exorcise him from me, O 
witch,” Ellen said with a grin, but in her 
heart she wished Kathy could, 

But that was what had given her the 
‘T his idea. 
to Caryville and she would lay this 
bright ghost that would not Iet her be. 
The reality would banish the memory, 
the pictures that remained with her. In 
the coldness of Logan’s in winter she 


within 


idea. She would go again 


would free herself from the bonds that 
held her. 

She found that the Lodge was open, 
made a reservation. Kathy had given 
Kathy had said, “Good 


” 


her blessing. 
luck, darling. I hope and then 
shaken her head, for Kathy was a 
realist and didn’t believe in 
and so-they-liveds. 


miracles 


And now she was not far from Logan’s. 
The cold air had made her feel different; 
better. This totally strange-appearing 
land had cancelled somewhat the ideal- 
had been in 
The stick bit into the snow 
as Ellen toiled upward, and she thought, 


ized memory of what it 
summer. 


“Tl have my lunch at Logan’s. Then 
I'll come down and have a bath and 
dinner in my room and sleep like a top. 
Tomorrow I'll go home and I'll be over 
it. Because I’m a sensible grownup 
and there’s nothing more to it than there 
was six months ago and it’s time I 
realized it.” 

Her logic comforted her. She was 
hungry and the exercise made her body 
feel lighter. The trees stood tall and 
silent and the sun made tracings on the 
snow, untouched, save for bird tracks, 
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Pattern Descriptions 

4470—Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20. Size 16 requires 
1% yards of 39 inch material for jacket and 
1% yards of 39 inch material for skirt. Price, 
25 cents 

4463—Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20 
2'2 yards of 39 inch or 17% of 


Size 16 requires 
94 inch material. 


‘se yard of 27 or inch for contrast. Price, 
25 cents. 
41473—Sizes 11, 12, 13, 14, 15, 16, 18. Size 16 


requires 1%4 yards of 39 inch crosswise stripe 








material or 1% of 54 inch crosswise stripe 
material for blouse and 2% yards cf 39 inch 
or 1%4 yards of 54 inch material for skirt 
Price, 20 cents 

4472—Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20. Size 16 requir 
4 yards of 39 inch or 2% yards of 54 inch n 
terial. Price, 20 cents 


4475—Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20 


l Size 
™ yards of 39 inch on 


16 requires 


278 of 54 inch material 

Price, 25 cent 

4$471—Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20. Size 16 requir« 

s yards of 35 inch material or 2% yards of 
4 inch material. Price cents 

4461—Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20. Size 16 requires 
?'>) vards of 39 inch material or 2% of 54 inch 
material. Price, 25 cents. 

4460-—-Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20, 40. Size 16 re 
quires 3's yards of 39 inch material or 2% 


yards of 54 inch material. Price, 25 cents. 











By LORNA 


T’S ONE of life’s mysteries but that’s the way it is. 
All some girls have to do is just flick an evelash, 
and the stags line up three deep. These are the gals 

who really get taken to the theatre in taxis. Men 


get showered with 


actually send them orchids, They 
proposals, 

But maybe you’re one of the other girls. You’re not 
bad looking. You read up on how to be popular, drag 
out your best line and lipstick, make a real effort to be 
good company—and then maybe, if you're lucky, Red 
or Stewie or Moe takes you to the movies Saturday 
night. Or comes over and stays for supper. 

Now the question boils down to this: Is there some 


hocus-pocus by which an ordinary girl can lend herself 


enchantment? Not that you expect to cause a complete 
havoc among the hearts of all eligible males, or hope to 
have the entire Army doing eyes right as they pass. 
Your aim isn’t to cause a sensational splash, but you 
would like to cause a ripple or two, particularity in the 
life of one certain man. 

Being treated like a pal is all very well, but it isn’t 
the sort of romantic setup that makes a man decide he 
can’t live without you. You have to stir quite a bit of 
emotional turmoil in his breast before he'll decide that 
bachelorhood is just an empty dream and besides, all 
his friends are getting married. 


So let’s take a moment to find out what kind of 


sugar and spice and everything nice fascinating girls 


are made of. 


A FEW GIRLS are enchanting just to look at. But a 
woman doesn’t have to be beautiful to be fascinating. 
Madame DuBarry had an odd little face. Sarah 
Bernhardt was all skin and bones. Bette Davis looks 
like somebody you used to know in high school. In 
fact it seems as if the most fascinating women in the 


GQ) 


SLOCOMBE 


world are those who started life with some handicap 
in looks, and made themselves extra charming in 
compensation. 

Dr. Frederic Loomis, who understands women if any 
man ever did (he’s an obstetrician!), wrote in his book, 
“Consultation Room”: “I don’t know, even after many 
years, just why one woman fills the place with light and 
another literally pulls down the shades; nor why the 
woman to whom nature has been outwardly less kind 
is the one in whose room in the hospital I can so often 
find all the nurses who ought to be somewhere else.” 

This doesn’t mean that you can lounge around in 
shapeless skirts, old sweaters, dirty saddle shoes— 
and set the world afire. I remember a girl at school 
named Lola, quiet, black-haired, tiny, who was making 
no headway with the medical student she adored. 
“He hardly knows I’m ative,” she sighed. “If only he 
realized it, I have the soul of a seething volcano!” 
She did, too! Latin blood raced in her veins, and she was 
sweet, impetuous and turbulent. But she didn’t look 
it! She always wore shirtwaist dresses, tailored suits, 
ankle socks. She looked neat, simple, and uninteresting. 

Every woman, even if she’s not beautiful (par- 
ticularly if she’s not beautiful), should dress as if she 
were. She should make up carefully, waft a bit of 
perfume around, wear a little jewellery. She should 
tuck a flower in her hair. She should pick out clothes 
in clear lovely colors, and have lots of fluffy soft sweaters 
and gay flower prints. She should have a crazy pair 
of red shoes. 

These are things that appeal to men—particularly 
men in the service who find the view, at Army campg or 
at sea, pretty uniformly monotonous. Yes—you can be 
a pal in slacks and a buddy in brogues, but if you want a 


man to be fascinated by you as a woman, you’d better 


appear now and then attired in something completely 
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@ Gay gift set — 


® Apple Blossom 
enchantments — Co- 
logne, Body Powder 
and Soap, 1.85 {in 
Heaven-Sent, 2.25). 


@ generous box of 
Apple Blossom Body 
Powder, 1.50 {in 
Heaven-Sent, 1.75). 


@ Shower of Apple 
Blossom fragrances— 





Hl 


Plenty of Fun, when we tried out 
the psychometer! That’s a little con- 
traption to register emotions—in this 
instance, Service Men’s emotions to- 
ward gals in various clothes. THE 
BOYS LIKED US BEST IN PARTY 
DRESSES! Yep, the soldiers, sailors 
and marines fluttered more over fluffy 
little evening dresses than they did over 
afternoon and were more 
thrilled over afternoon dresses than they 
were over Gals in Uniforms. Oh, piffle, 
say 1! Puta pretty girl in anything from 
a burlap bag to a bathing suit, and all 
the men get a thrill. But I do think that, 
for Service parties, we should don our 
least the 


dresses - 


gayest little dresses—or at 


silliest hat we can manage. 


Silly Hats are the order of the mo- 
ment. In these busy days when we dash 
from an office or a war-effort meeting, to 
an After-Five occasion, the hat is the 
thing. It does more to dress you up 
than anything else you could imagine. 


(When 


England, the big fashion news was her 


Eleanor Roosevelt arrived in 
cherry red hat, with green feathers! 
That’s morale for you—she could have 
worn a mere black felt ) Your little 
black dress that you wear to the office is 
instantly party attire if you throw a veil 
over your head, spangled with sequins. 
Short dresses materia!—so it’s 
smart to be short-skirted no matter how 
formal the occasion. 


Save 


Now That So Many Women are 
into “serious” uniforms down here, 


going 
going 
it is Interesting to see what happens to 
Some of the Sillies 


but, 


their personalities, 


become and bossy 
thank goodness, the great majority act 
like gentlemen! They are paying more 


hair—the “centre 


prete ntious 


attention to their 
part” is a favorite, as it Is so easy to 
keep up and fits any uniform cap. The 
hair is parted smack in the middle—the 
short side hair is crisply curled toward 
the centre, and the back is 
Looks grand with grey hair, 


merely 
sw I! led. 


too. 


If You Have a Bug in the house, put 
it on your suit lapel! I mean a jewelled 
bug. Suddenly this fad is raging. The 
bigger the bug, the better—the brightest 
are best. Smart! 


No Blackout in fashions! Glitter, 
glitter, glitter. I wish I could dig up 
some of those old sequins and jets we 
have tucked away in the attic at home’ 
(Mother went in for them strong in the 
Gay Nineties!) While we are sticking to 
less for the 


tailored clothes—more or 


Duration—we are tacking on sequin 
hearts to our sleeves, jet fringe to our 
dinner dresses—and you should see the 
new opera suits! (Ankle length, narrow 
and dark—but blazoned with sequins, 


colorful embroidery and fringe ending 
These opera suits are worn to 
and to dinners, 


More and 


nice” to 


in jet!) 
the opera (of course) 
theatres and for dancing. 

more it Is “not 
arrive all blazoned out in the family 


conside red 


lace, no matter the 
Younger Women are 
the Olde: Ones 


jewels and old 
occasion, ‘I he 


keeping Things Quiet 
i tb 5 


FROM NEW YOR 


by Kay Murphy 


are holding out for their diamond 
stomachers. I think the Youngsters will 
win! 

Fifth Avenue For Christmas! 
Funny to see Fifth Avenue black this 
Christmas. The stores are only allowed 
to have certain lights in the windows 
and, of course, no Christmas trees lit up 
as we used to see them. 
second Christmas at war and, believe 
me, we’re buckling down! You no more 
go into a store casually, and ask for a 
thing casually—and get it casually. Oh, 
plenty of everything—BUT not the 
things we have been used to buying. I 
suggest we all get into the habit of 
taking what we CAN get—and enjoying 
it. Don’t spoil it by remembering what 


This Is our 


we used to get. Substitutions are not 


imitations. Take corsets for instance 
less elastic—but the new corsets are just 
We'll probably get out of the 
habit of rubber in our girdles. Yep, 
good War Manners take a little learning, 
but they stick. 
habit of being grateful for what we can 
get—not grousing over the things we 
can’t get. 
really need the darn thing you can’t get. 


grand. 
So let’s get into the 
Surprising how little you 


A White Dress For Winter? Are 


you crazy? No. Winter White is one of 


our loveliest colors, for a date dress. In 
pure wool (if you’re lucky) 
rayons Which look like wool and are 
in corduroy 


in sueded 


nearly as warm as wool 
white is again a winter color. The Young 
’Uns love ’em when they are splashed 
with red and blue or jealous green. But 
the Thirties look their loveliest in a 
With certain dyes 
getting harder to procure, turn your 


warm-white dress. 


minds to white. Surprising how it does 
not soil as you would think. Not more 
than any pastel shade . 

Bedsocks Back in Favor! It may 
be that we'll be combing that attic for 
Down here, where 
our homes are mostly all heated by oil, 
we know that we will not be cold, but 
we won’t be sultry, either. 


the warming pan! 


So we are 
having an unprecedented run on warm 
nighties, pyjamas, bedsocks, sweaters, 
shawls and afghans. Last year, if my 
office had been as chilly as it is these 
days, would | have torn the phone from 
the wall! Now, I put on a warmer dress 

haul on a sweater—and think how 
healthy a cool office really is. (1 remem- 
ber how hot it was in July—oh, wind! 
Where were you last July?) At home 
I watch the thingamagig on the wall and 
hold off until the last minute to turn on 
the heat. (You should see the forms we 
have to fill out for oil! After all these 
years I have to learn arithmetic! So 
many square feet require so many drops 
of oil 


send in your specifications! After I filled 


multiply the floor by the wall and 


out the first form they sent around an 
investigator. I’d forgot to take a square 
root or something 
tion, was entitled to enough oil to float 


I, from my applica- 
a battleship !) 
It’s a Blouse, Skirt and sweater 


The three go together like 
fingers on a glove. A dark skirt—a rip- 


winter! 
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Lucky me! I’m at college this year—and don’t think 
I don’t realize what a break that is. 


So many of the boys have cut short their college 
careers to go and fight just so that girls like me will be 
able to study and learn the things we want to know. 


That’s why I promised dad I’d really work hard this 
year. No gadding about week-nights so I’m too tired 
to study. No cutting classes—even on those days 
when I feel kinda punk. And since I’ve 
discovered Modess, those days are not so 
bad. Modess really is a soft and comfort- 
able napkin, specially designed to give 
extra comfort and protection. You try it 
and see if you don’t agree. 





> 


-AT YOUR DRUG STORE 


TAKE YOUR CHANGE IN WAR SAVINGS STAMPS 
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feminine, with agood dash ¢ f cologne and 


quality of reserve. It’s easy to forget all 
about this, because you rarely hear a 
man remark admiringly, “My, how 


. 9 
gloriously reserved that woman 1s! 





, your eyelashes curled. 
ESSENTIAL TO fascination is the 












f, It’s an awfully ephemeral quality. We 
ph don’t mean the Garbo sort of seclusion, 
! and certainly nothing snooty. Dignity 
is more the word. An unstuffy dignity. 
Grandma knew what she was talking | 
about (and not talking about) with her | 
/ formal conversation and her multi- | 
} tudinous mixed-company taboos. She 
vould have blushed crimson if a man 
said the word “petticoat.” Contrast | 
this with the girl of 1942 who greets her 
date by asking him if her s| » shows! 
Now you know why men are still called 
petticoat chasers. | ae 
Ninon de Lenclos—the famous Ninon | 
who fascinated the most notable men of 
her day, and kept right on fascinat 
hem t IIshe w is eighty ised to | ( 
wildest young nobles of the court come 
j to visit her but whe thev came é ~~" 
made them behave with as.much respect KM 
and good manners as they d d with 
the Queen. And they loved i 
A contemporary de CCTIDING M id ime 
de Maintenon rote of her re ( d 
—THIS NEW TYPE FACE POWDER MAKES dignity. He said he always had thé 
sense that she w is 1 little a e and 
YOUR COMPLEXION LOOK YOUNGER seek. and DaBecry, impadest acd 
playful in private, was famous for her 
Pat it on, then look in your mirror. It really entices en decorum. in publ 
becomes part of your complexion. That’s because Even the lusty Catherine of Rus 
the New Formula Three Flowers is so infinitesim- never permitt d risqué stories to be 
ally fine in texture. : told in her presence. 
7 So keep a little something to y« elf 
It is a lighter powder that smooths your com- if you want to be fascinating. Don’t 
plexion to a new youthful softness . . . lets your own n . your date that your nails are yw 
plitting our dress isn t new ind \ I 
lovely radiance show through. feel aa ae a i aa laa bach 
Three Flowers was created for busy girls these busy cold, — Just smile ee aera S 
days. It clings longer, does away with lost time and ae a ee ee et ae 
- as remained asymbot ot tase ition for 
nuisance of frequent “powder-touchups”. Y ou look your vears. This is not saving vou should take nN 
best at all times when you use Three Flowers New to black veils, codes and invisible ink. 
Formula Face Powder. But do maintain just a bit of mystery. @ NEW! He'll take you 
You’ve got to be something more than ; ‘ : 
FOR SALE AT ALL COSMETIC COUNTERS... 60¢ EACH attractive looking and reserved to get straight to his heart when 
aman into a good A-number-one dither. you wear CONFECTION! 
For one thing, you've got to be, beneath A sweet new bonbon nail 
oT Ae og 
th i ieee. See ename the imacrutele shade especially blended 
smile, something of a person. You | 
ree OWETS in have eome mood healthy interests of by Peggy Sage for the 
; sen " your own. If you find tfe exciting, invincible spirits who have 
Hace Barden J ppilik Kouge something of your excitement vill 


x9 ; determined to go all-out 
communicate itself to everyone ho € 


A CREATION OF RICHARD HUDNUT for defense and still 


comes In contact with you. 
Maybe you love music. The look spread morale-making 


that comes into your eye when l feminine charm as they 
hear music a an enchanted 

pee go! At all departmental 
ana enchanting quality t itno am t 
of mascara or eyeshadow can give. and better drug stores. 
One of Ninon’s admirers 






I 
+ 


when she listened to music, “Vou fol- 


lowed in her tace the different emotions 


{ } -// 
‘Vedat Nay ser 
( 


and passions that the musician was 


trving to express.” This is the sort of 


| 
look that attracts a man, although at the 






moment you aren’t giving hima thought. 


- Cwe it lo 


Fascinating women s 














‘- ‘ | Ic | They | aii 
selves with loveliness, They ar inter- 
YUCHT audtence 4 1: Se 
ested in life and make a fine art of 
i : I Ing ( rer Re ot tak time out i 
: Ba her busy life to do sketch ng. MM iurlene 
+B . Dietrich loves to get into the kitchen 
tyes 61% ' | I j I : 
a wo \ e and bake a cake. And the girl in CONFECTION 
pt ORD ie ms F ‘ . ' MANICURE 
we iz a apartment over yours has put up cher! OLISH 
ae, ae red curtains, and collected some old 
: oe —_ , & I Y ( 
HOSIERY © GLOVES Eiegeen ee ‘ WI ; ‘ 
— *y t coppe! en e lire Is 1 ntec the ; 
UNDERWEAR ene & 1 1 
Sama, Aa? A ~. l armtn a d glo to the mM 1 } 
, mT ee ih 8 fe Bs & Con ? l or ] ( ) 





BEAUTY BREVITIES 





A wide gentle arch makes the most becoming eyebrow 
line. If necessary to change the natural line, be careful 
to raise the arch. Never pluck hair from the top of the brow. 


A LOT of girls are putting cosmetics at 


the top of their Christmas lists this 
year, because being out and about 


, | -~ ‘ 
so much they find they need more ‘doing 


over used to. 


than they 


But you’ll find that a great many of 


the manufacturers are cutting down on 
the highly fancied-up gift boxes and 
arrangements they used to get out. 

In other words, when you buy a box 
of creams or soaps or a vanity case and 
1 


; 
lipstick set, you're spending your money 


on the products, not the trimmings. 


And you'll find, too, 


ts are out. Christ- 


that many of the 
very expensive gilt s¢ 


mas gilts, on ne whole, are offered 


that will not be a strain on le purse, 


and still will be useful every day in the 


busy months ahead. 


pattern set by some famous beauty. 
Along with a new 


S1X lip aesigns that are 


womel!r everything trom the straight, 
businesslike (but not grim) mouth 
pattern, to the irge, full generous linc 
I] } + ; 4 t 
All you have to « S decide your typ« 
: : 
and Dusy \ 1 ( lew cal oard- 
I ! 
cart d lipstick 





So if you re best beau in un 


you t¢ ret | 1) SOM €¢ colorless nail 

lish, don ttt nk he Sgone SISSY On You. 

He’s just going to ve his Drass buttons 

| + 

a going over and keep them shining. 

Same oes \ r ¢ npact ve It a 
¢ i save scratches 

C,uess who the latest customers of the 

t ' . . | $ > 

cosm¢ cs counter are ih one DIZ s TK 


he-men in unttorm., One ol 


Nice, la ure 


the clerks tells us that they're comu } 
ior deodorants, 

It’s true, SO help us. Uniforms are 
heavy exercise in the forces Is strenuous, 
ind you can’t et things out » the 


used to, if you’re in khaki or navy or 
all force blue. 

Might be something friend wife can 
to the 
next leave. 


add bathroom cabinet for the 


Long fingernails are a war casualty. 
That 


well as from personnel supervisors in war 


tip comes from Hollywood, as 
industries. 
Today your nails tell a story, says 


who beautilies SO 


4 


the make-up man 
many stars. They tell whether you area 
Wo! ker ora non-worker. 

In other words, ,the lady of leisure is 
on the way out. And even the sultriest 


of the Hollywood glamour girls are 
meekly accepting the dictum curtailing 
the length of 


softer polish colors. 


their nails and using 


Now that jewellery and trimmings 


are becoming scarcer, beauty experts 


are pointing out that the way you do 


your hair and the color of your lipstick 
in the 


may be your chief “accessories 


days to come, 


So it’s a good idea to dig out those 


old li t 


your dressit 


stick containers from the back of 


drawer, get a little 


ile -table 


brush, and salvage every last particle, 
alternating the various shades to su 
your different outfits. And when you 
have a free hour some time, try a few 
5 spare” hair-d S. 

One of our business gals told us she 
wears hizh-heeled pumps all the time, 
she likes them and finds them com- 
fortable, even through long days of 
walking and standing at her job. The 


” 


rT ‘ ‘fs, * 
secret Is, I keep my feet in condition! 


A careful home 


least once a week, 


she says. pedicure at 





plus a soothi 


administered with thorough 


after the bath, is her formula. 


] 


One doesn’t need to go round with a 


packet ol pellets in the pocket, but 

1 | 

honestly, the consistent use o! a good 
' 

mouth wash is a fine thing. There are 


dentifrices, too, which leave a nice fresh 


taste. And there’s no sense in taking 
' 


chances with all those best friends who 


won't te II you. 
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iis ricKs don’t win wars 

... but metals do. So your 
favorite Westmore Lipstick is 
now proudly dressed in gayly col- 
ored processed board... mighty 
nifty, too... very chic in a super- 
size that’s easy to find in your pocket- 
book. Lipstick or no lipstick, here are 
two wartime beauty hints from the 


Westmores, Hollywood's Make-up Masters, 


Westmore 


creators of wonderful cosmetics. 


They give you two sure ways to look prettier... 
chin up and smile! 
Westmore Vital-tone Lipstick, Foundation Cream, Face Powder, Rouge 


(cream and cake), Eyeshadow, Cleansing Cream, Tissue Cream, and 


Skin Freshener. 


WEST MONE 


OF CANADA 


HOLLYWOOD - NEW ‘YORK 


Sehbiase 
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had planned 
To wed within the 


nearly wrecked. 


1. Her false teeth, scrub them 


as she might, 


The reason? Lend an ear: 


1942 


Although Miss Gertrude Gaines 


year, 


Her gay romance was 


Got dingy, dull and dirty. 


Twixt “Denture Breath” and 
ruined smile, 
They made her “old” 


ME Ey eS 


at thirty. 















MILLS 


FALSE TEETH 


(OR) HOW GERTRUDE GOT HER MAN 


Aud True Love 










2. “Get POLIDENT! 


her dentist said, 


“Its no-brush, no scrub action 


Make plates and bridges ‘look like new,’ 


Gives instant satisfaction.” 


‘ 3. So straightway Gert got POLIDENT. 


Her wedding? Very nice! 


THE MORAL: 
All who wear false teeth 
Should take the same advice! 


CLEAN PLATES, BRIDGES WITH 


POLIDENT 


ALL DRUG STORES, ONLY 40¢ 


ON T. 


HAMILTON, 


| 
| 
| 








roaring colored blouse—a dark sweater, 
that’s the Office Gal’s uniform. 
heavy cotton blouses, in bright plaids, 
are favored by both gals and boys. In 


fact, until the blouse-makers got wise, 


Those 


we were doing all our buying in the 
Boys’ Dept. Now they those 
“lumberjack” blouses for women. In 
You’re in luck 


Grand 


have 


brushed cotton, mostly. 
a woollen one. 
because they are warm and can stand 


the gaff of a hard day’s work. # 


if you can get 


Simply Fascinating 


Continued from page 30 





adds enchantment to the girl who sits 
before the fire. 


NOW, WE’VE got you looking your 
prettiest, maintaining some mystery, 
and pursuing a hobby or two. Where do 
we go from here? 

Let’s go to the refrigerator and drink 


a pint of milk. Health is an intangible 


quality, but it has a lot of tangible 
results. You can’t expect to have 
shining hair, clear skin, bright eyes, 


and (most important) lots of vitality, 
of milk, eat 


quantities of fresh fruit and vegetables, 


unless you drink plenty 


and dig into a good hunk of steak or 
You can’t 


to launch a thousand ships, or even a 


liver now and then. expect 


single rowboat if your eye is dull, 
your shoulders drooping, your figure 


sagging, and if you are besieged with 
colds, headaches and fatigue. 

Diane de Poitiers, who knew how 
to keep a man in a lifelong trance, was 
famous for her “mysterious and sinister 
But history tells us that she 
used to get up at five a.m., take a cold 


” 
beauty. 


bath, and go for a three-hour horseback 
Nothing mysterious 01 
' 


sinister about that program! 


ride. very 


Probably sex attraction is the basis 


of most of the enchantment men find 


Yet 


the best t 


in women. way to get 
nowhere fast is to go around being 
obvious about sex. The low neck, th: 
tight sweater, the torrid glance, the 


risqué remark—these may arouse in a 
man a transient interest, but it’s not 
the sort of emotion that will inspire him 
to pen you a sonnet, take you home to 
meet his family, or still be dreaming 
about you after six months in the Army. 

Still, a sensible biological selection 
is behind of 
aberrations. Very few men are attracted, 
like the hero in “Of Human Bondage,” 
to a nervous, anaemic, dyspeptic woman. 
Most men, 
oman who is constitutionally 


Or: 


most men’s emotional 


subcons¢ iously, fall in love 
with a w 
scrubbing a floor. 


ip? « 


able to survive 
raising two or three babies. 

This is why the girl who acknowledges 
that she wants to marry some day and 
have a home and children iS more 
fundamentally and soundly exciting to 
men than a sirenish wench who looks 
like a fugitive from a conga line. 

You may picture Cleopatra floating 
down the Nile 
elbow at an Oriental feast 
who knew her well saw her also pl 1ying 


tenderly 


or reclining on one 


but the men 
in the nursery with he 
children. 

To sum it all up: the way to be a 
fascinating woman is to be as be utiful 
as possibl ~ little re served, but behind 
it all a healthy, wholesome person with 
a few good hobbies. Doesn’t sound as 
exciting as a love philtre, but it works a 


darn sight better! # 






Holeproof Rayons 
The superioshy you be 
expect...and find... By 
in any product label- 
led HOLEPROOF, 
High twist for in- 
creased elasticity... 
resistance to snag- 
ging..sheerer appear- 
ance... a beautiful 


smart dull fabric. The 
finest yarns available 


- « « and the way 
they're knit... make 
HOLEPROOF 
stockingsGOODand 
GOOD LOOKING! 


Holeproof Hosiery Co. 
of Canada, Limited 
LONDON, CANADA 


HOLEPROOF 


ey a 


F f . ie : 
phy yy) Yi, way Z. 


NR Tablets close at hand 
Help to Keep You Feeling Grand! 





Want the pep that shines clear thru 
Help that constipation qrief 
With NR's gentle quick relief ! 





NR-TABLETS-RR 


NR IS AN ALL VEGETABLE LAXATIVE MADE BY THE MAKERS oF TUMS 








lugging a case of beer to the bunkhouse. 


“Good Time” was written all over them. 
Frankie’s face clouded. ‘Dudes!’ 
she said, 
“Couldn’t we just not go in?” J 


sugyeste d crave nly " 


leave school, and then if he got his job 
with the elevator he would have a new 
palit ol boots, and then Jack would have 
his old ones, and Jimmy would have 
Jack’s, and they had been real good 


boots, SO pe rh ips J mmy would be able 


wanted 
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Oh, no,” said Frankie, shocked, and _ to go to school oftener then. Y pevetly COVUCS JOR 
I felt rebuked for my _ tnhospitable Peggy Laird was fourteen and pretty. y 
impulse, She wore a neat pink dre SS. Fr y 

: 1 ‘6 - ine COVMIP7CTIZ ECIGJE COVIF4 Carga 

So we went in and were quickly Did you make it yourself?” I asked. ¢ 

immersed in the FOr time. We shouted ae said Peg, y, out ol flour “i Micke 
1 if ” - a "tf v 

and laughed; we rolled back the carpet sacks; Ma dyed them for me. r ee J 
and danced; wv anged on the ino and Lhe pillowcase on my bed was a flour 
sang without regard 1 tune; we listened sack too, beaut fully embroidered at 
to funny stories. We laughed som more. the opening. The tablecloth and the 
After a time the men got a little drunk. kitchen curtains were flour sacks. 
Lhe women sat on their knees and tried “I seen a lovely set of curtains in the 


to feel like glam ur § Is. We laughed. catalogue ” said Mrs. Laird. “‘ Maybe if 


Around one o'clock, low | ng pale and we geta crop, Dave'll let me send for 





, 


heir good time, the dudes left. “If we get a crop!” If it rains and 


| ! 1 1 1 
Next morning the rancher and I rode does not hail and the grasshoppers do 
' out to searcl ior some le Sst norses, not come, 


| 
Frank came are-Dac or a blac K Next mornir | slid a two-dollar 
lly, Sitting Su | ul tra oe like bill nto J nmy’s hand and rode 
( wes, a quickl » Ol if Mrs. Laird had 

le their chunky Greek I up the Set t ( ld have run after meand | 

f e Pp . She ca re put sl : ocket | 


Hips too hearty... midriff a mite 


too pronounce 1? In lulge yourself ina 
bit of Girdle camouflage by HICKORY. 





spec . aes oe Here’s control with a conscience 


. no pushing or pin hing your tender 














. ‘ ‘ ‘ ‘ | 99 { VEN | TT 4 tha little : ’ i * 
\ | he 1d WINTER IS ec or Oo he litth frame. Activity Women and leisure lovers 
A Tox i.farm. S s flying, Bright | are the better for Girdles by Hickory. 
dudes « ‘ , Lake s | en over, and the waters If you care about tomorrow, get your 
le | ( ‘ ° of Lak L| l ire disappearin 0 HICKORY Girdle today $5, $6 and up at 
| > line <tores ] ‘ 
! cet of 1c The children of all the leading stores. And also ask to 
Wo : ' + see PERMA-LIFT Brassieres with “THE | 
DAYS IN the \ 3 a unlike da ( family are bright-eyed and excited, | eee vith Bree bane 
: ( . . il ' THAT NEVER LETS YOU DOWN”... that 
I © ek i here Is and so are the children from all the | 2 
y , ; ; “§ ‘ : | wont wear out or wash away. $1.50 to 
ndlessne +4 n, a forever- jarms I nhuggie togeuer here in $3.00. A. Stein and Company, Limited, 
-CV¢ 1 \ ( ( iust il their nest ol rthern bush. They walk Toronto Chicago, New York 
Sst to a ) like t e to ‘ aCK and fort LO Scii iI preoceupicd | 
spotted wit ( ea lent an and glowing, tor ! s only a week till | 
eK é i I | ( S t\ | ec da * 
| 
1 S | s i S .s I SU iS 
Eve! 2 
»> hu a ° You n y StOp (Christmas in | ngland Is S¢ irlet and 4 
ywhere u ( le length of such ec! een f{ the ivy and_ holly 
a road, and sce to all intents and leaves, red for the holly berries. But in BEAUTIFUL — DISTINCTIVE 
IU TVOSCS { : . Vii Lich ( ana i { > blue luc fo! the shadows 
oe ge ¢ snow, Eine tar-the ae CHRISTMAS CARDS 
e | S ane moonlight 1 the 
( . , I @ 
i Lu¢ r the iitth 1OOM= 
i 
a nly “Be 
i Cl ‘ Ce cs, ¢ Ai\ Out OF POSTPAID 
{ est and broug! . for Christm: Fi 
, _ PARKDALE offers this year the most attrac- 
( D tive collection of cards it has’ ever been its 
yands of en, ( With that first Christmas on the pleasure to present. Twenty-five beautiful 
i] — northern farm the adventure of Canada Christmas Cards—in the exclusive French Fold 
vd iol c style—all in gorgeous colors. Each card com- 
e of mes ( cl ) 2 whole. © — . . 
eae s plete with matching envelopes in an Artistic 
of el iI S h sunlight and sno » Box. 
€ Fadiance OF Uls ne These cards show dignity and refinement in 
‘ rie | ( ) ! vith the irmth every detail—in the choice of subjects — in 
4 / { se, so solemn h the simple, yet warm sentiments they express 
+t Ee wt the ha BA pene and in the beautiful high quality paper on 
‘ which they are printed. 
( ‘ » u ‘ S S 
, ,1 may | day, SEND YOUR ORDER TODAY! 
; s become part rr nen ere 4 
‘ of Lliveas] is Ido | PARKDALE CHRISTMAS CARDS, | 
O ( 1 210 Dundas Street West, TORONTO, Ontario. | 
‘ ‘ ( , iS, se every Please find enclosed my remittance of $ 
| | S oas- < the ca ¢ } } | $1.00 per box postpaid. Rush me ...... boxes | 
; . f uur Mas Serie Christmas Cards, 25 in a | 
| 4 | | ‘ k | | CTE ha now | box You may order by letter if you do not 
( 14 | h to cut this page | 
« ) ( < | ‘ ( ot my itt t tl pas . 
I un I ( ( ‘ le Ak Dv ’ | RTE a ti cevscaekkanseeceiee etasubepwenns es se ose, 4 
, , I, { ( ) Gd n oO é ‘ ) i n ng two | 
pins | s , indet st PGGTEEE cccccicccvcccvecccecesecvessseseeseesangen | 
' 1 1 
Little Jimmy | ( ar ( iftere rool 1 a manger ae cake Ca eh oN ads ow eeice Hak pees telat ‘ince 4 
did ‘ lof ( ( Y\ ‘ ils’ eath and ] OR FAST DELIVERY. PLEASE FILL IN BOTTOM | 
PORTION OF THIS COUPON AND MAIL INTACT! 
| i MAKG ( il ( i uno r ime velvet 
les car nd lant , Jesus 1 | 
: : * | MAILING LABEL 
ilK NC ! A ) . | (Print name and address clearly below | 
. tn 
vy AT 7 7 TT 7 eRe en en ae eee eee te a ee re 
YOU CAN HAVE YOUR CAKE . | 
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“VASELINE” 


GENERATION 


PETROLEUM JELLY has been an Old Faithful 
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in well-stocked medicine cabinets for many, many years. 
Grandmother relied on “Vaseline” Jelly to relieve bumps 
and cuts, soothe chapped hands, ease sore throats, and 
for many other household emergencies. Today “Vaseline” 
Jelly is still a favourite remedy .. . because it is priced to 
war-time budgets, and because the trademark “Vaseline” 
still’ stands for the highest quality petroleum jelly, 
scientifically prepared and purified. Your guarantee of 


quality is the trademark “Vaseline”. 


Ask for “ 


Vaseline” 


Jelly in handy jars at only 10c, 15c¢ or 25c or in tubes 


at 15c, 20c and 30c. 


Chesebrough Manufacturing Co., 


@ Have you tried ‘'Vaseline’’ Car- 
bolated Jelly for minor cuts, wounds 
and burns? “Vaseline’’ Borated 
Jelly for inflamed eyelids or nasal 
irritations? Your druggist has them. 


Cons’d., 


5520 Chabot Avenue, Montreal, Quebec. 










red splendor 
“He’s the autifulle se ; 
saw,” she said, not speaking to me, but 


JI Have Experienced 


Canada Cont’d from page 9 





country in which it 
grown up to make the most 
natural frame for the lives of the people 
who lived in it, 


AS YOU COME out of your home for 
the last time and shut the door, hardly 
realizing that you have left it, so the 
Timothy and | came out of the 
mountains. In the morning we were still 
moving in the purple shadows, with 
the companionship of the silver peaks, 
At noon we had the Ghost 
River and were cantering over the short 
grass of the prairies, not looking back. 
At last we stopped. We were all alone 
under the sky, with the 
rolling empty to the horizon, and the 
encircling mountains now a pale 
of peaks, suddenly remote, 

still lonely for the 
mountains, and feeling small as an ant 
under the vault of sky, I rode 
onto a swell of ground, and there below 
a ranch, w ith horses in the corrals 


climate of the 
stood, 


horse 


crossed 


grasslands 
range 
At evening, 
Timothy 
us lay 


and white-faced stock in the 
and, as we looked, a little girl came out 


pastures, 
of the house and began to scatter wheat, 
calling to the hens. Horses and people, 
good it them! 
Timothy cocked his ears and champed 


how was to be near 
| rode him down to the gate, and 


the little girl ran to meet us, 


“Hey, Dad, 


to go, 
calling as 
she ran, here’s someone 
come!” 

A tall man in a ten-gallon hat walked 
out of the barn. 
and his legs, which contrary to all my 
preconceptions looked perfectly straight, 
tight - fitting 


He was light asaw hip, 


were encased in blue 
jeans, which disappeared into the tops 
of low-cut, high-heeled boots. His eyes 
were narrowed a little, with fine lines 
at the corners, the eyes of a man who 
has always lived with distance. He gave 
me a hard hand to shake, and said as 
though he had known me all his life, 
“How are you? Janet will be tickled to 
death!” 

Sure enough, here was Janet hurrying 
out from the with the little 


girl skipping ahead of her. 


house, 


“How long can you stay over?” she 
asked. “A week anyway! Frankie, go 
and help put the horse in the small 
corral,” turning to the littl 
girl. 

So we unpacked him and rubbed his 
legs and back, 


she added, 


and then waited to watch 
Frankie 


big 


him eat. stood in a dream, 


overcome by Timothy’s massive 


I evel 


be 1utifullest horse 


Tie ’s a king.” 


horses were for he Fs 


speaking to the day. 
And I| knew that 
as they are for me, 
but life. 

Happy in our new companionship, we 


not an incident, 


went in to supper. When it was over and 


and the saddlehorses 
Frankie 


more to the 


the cows milked 
out for the night, and I drifted 


over once small corral, 


where Timothy was shining like amber 
in the sunset. 

“You must love him like everything,” 
said Frankie. 

We walked back toward the house, 
more. But 


two cars 


not 
needing to talk any 
drew near we saw bumping 
A bunch of men and 
some girls were tumbling out. 


notice the 


up to the door. 
They did 


i not sunset. The men were 


as we 
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Nancy Had a Man «¢ Continued from page 11 


“SAYS VEROMCH Liht 


( CAMEO SKIN TYPE ) 


Barbie and Anne’s oldest brother were 
having a thunderous discussion about 
politics; Barbie looked as if she were 
getting ready to beat his brains in; but 
in a moment they were laughing to- 
gether, telling each other the plot of a 
very funny movie they had both seen. 
And over by the window, Rodney said 
something and Nancy cried, ‘You're 
too wonderful, Roddy, it’s never made 
any sense to me until now,” and Pam 
caught his eye again, and he flushed a 


little and smiled. 


WELL, WAS she imagining it, or was 
them? Chose 
She had 


only to look at Nancy, who was beautiful 


there a bond between 
things were so easy to imagine. 
and gay, interesting and lovely, and 
then look at herself, who was pretty 
enough, bright enough, but not a world- 
beater like Nancy. 


community of interests 


One could read a 
into a smile, o1 


see undving love in anvone’s eyes, if one 


looked for it anxiously enough, and it 


2.4 


i a mistake. But 


was awful if one mad¢ 
this time it would De almost worse tf it 
j 


. I 
were true, Because even girls had a code 


of honor, and Nancy had seen him first. 

The room was smoky now, and noisy 
with a continuous happy noise; the 
party was all right. People were 





into the spirit of it; they ere ¢ 
undignified amusing thines, and there 
was lots of aflecti aming around and 
expressing itself in quiet corners. Barbie 
murmured 01 | shoulde ‘How’s 
the food holding out, do you know? I 
can send Tim out, 1f we need anything 


oy 4 ’ : 

Said she would see, and 
. s 

the kitchen. 


was still a 


more ” Pam 
pushed her way through to 
No one w 
lot of everything left. 


She leaned out of the window.-for a 


oa 
1d there 








moment, looki at n into the cool 
blu court where the janitor was <itting 
under the px rch light, reading the eve 
paper and smoking a pipe. The kitchen 
door openec 1 her 1dmitting a 
I ( ind sl t i 
said for the third time sinc 
et him, “‘ Hello. 
{ aly i S Say Sd hell A 
rT i i rom the W 
and smiling like a | ess 

“But | try to puta rt ol feeli ) 
it. What was happening out of the 
Ww indow hs 

“‘Nothing. I was just resting my ears 
for a moment.” 

‘And thinking deep sad thoughts?” 

“Why, do I look sad?” 

““No, you look pretty as anything,” hi 
said. “I’m ll curious about tha 
\ d h ut iti¢ he Ca < ( to 
take a look out. “‘Oh, I see,” he re- 


' : . : 
marked enthusiastically, and she leaned 


out too, curious. 
“What?” 


‘ 1 I 
**A colored man reading a 





smoking a pipe,” he said, iz at 
her, his face about s ( away. His 
hazel eyes had { ld thei 

and when he hed, the ilmost 
squinted shut. Fascinating. ““Why,” he 
said, as if this w is going to be important 


“ ly] 9? 
your eves are DUE 


“What color did you think the 


\ ere? 

( rey si ( I cr¢ ne ( | 
but t was unnt rhe t 
be lookn I e « ol ¢ n 
SIX inches iway ind yé she ce I 
look away, and she ints » smile 





laugh or say something, and there was 
nothing to say, and he leaned over and 
kissed her. 

She straightened up. ‘“‘Now, what 
did you want to do that for?” she said 
good-humoredly, keeping it light, keep- 
ing it unimportant. 

“What a silly question,” he said, and 
he put his hands on her shoulders and 
kissed her again, seriously, this time, 
and she said to herself, Come now, 
move away, keep it light; and instead 
she moved closer and let it be serious. 
And the kitchen door opened again and 
stayed open. 


NANCY WAS standing there, with 
Barbie behind her, and Barbie was look- 
ing furious, and Nancy was smiling, 
which was odd. But when Nancy spoke, 
it was fairly plain that she was furious 
too. “I’m sorry,” she said, heavily 
ironic, “I forgot to knock. Do forgive 
me.” 

And Barbie said, “ 
should | 
more Her eyes were stormy. 

And Rodney said, “This is terribly 
I wish you had knocked.” 
smiling as if nothing were 


1 
wrong, as if everything 


Is there enough of 
things or send Tim out for 
‘sp 


embarrassit g, 
3ut he was 
were fine in a 
wonderful world. 

Even though she didn’t look at him, 
Pam felt with him; 
everything was very fine. She hadn’t 
efforts. She hadn’t 


used seductive smiles or unscrupulous 


that she agreed 


made any unfan 


wiles. It had just come in spite of her. 
So it was all right, and it was important. 
She felt uplifted and excited and very 
happy, very aware of herself in her sleek 

dress, with her 
swinging against her shoulders when she 
moved her There were minor 
flaws here and there, of course: she had 


creen-flowered hair 


head. 


jumped a claim, something would have 
to be done about Nancy. Barbie was 
cross, but surely when it was a question 
of love, things would straighten out 

yn of love. It was a lovely 
summer evening, and there were nastur- 
i I even on top of the 
the kitchen spicily, and 


+ en _m + 
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tiums in a bow 


icebox, scenting 


she was in love, and the one she loved 
loved her 


And Nancy was hauling Rodney out 
kitchen, one hand steely with 
anger on his arm; she was calling bright 
farewells to And he was 
protesting in an undertone, but he was 

ung. Anne 


riving Pam a 


everyone, 


was in the doorway now, 


very doubtful stare. 


Betty Parsons’ voice was an amused 


] 


excited murmur in one corner of the 


Spreading the news? And 


living room. 
Barbi 


‘ +} I | - 
I do think you might have kept your 


quietly, indignantly, 


was Saying 


hands off him here! 


BARBIE WALKED back and forth 
across the empty living room, from the 

ndow that was silver with moonlight 
to the table where a burning cigarette 


left a scar that bothered her. She 
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VERONICA LAKE, CO-STARRING IN “THE GLASS KEY,” A PARAMOUNT PICTURE 
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* [ve mel my Match ! ” 


“‘T’VE BEEN SEEKING a powder shade 
that would ‘do things’ for my very 
fair, hard-to-match coloring. 

“And now comes Woodbury’s 
luscious new Color Controlled 
Flesh shade—so clear, alive. I 
know I’ve met my match.” 

Of course, Veronica! So have 
thousands of girls. You see, 
Hollywood directors have col- 
laborated with Woodbury to 
classify all skin types, and to 


create glamour shades for each. 
And a marvelous new process, 
Color Control, blends color into 
Woodbury Powder with new 
precision. The result? Clearer 
shades, vibrating with life. 
Finer texture, too. Longer- 
clinging. Just buy fragrant 
Woodbury Powder, in shade 
exquisitely adapted to your type. 
You'll love the look this new 


powder gives you—so will he. 


(MADE IN CANADA) 






Play up your type 


Today, get your true-type 
glamour shade of the new 
Woodbury Powder. Only 
50¢ (introductory sizes 
are 25¢ and 16¢). To- 


day, discover a new you. 





WOODBURY 
olor (ontiolled jowder 


Type Chart in Every Woodbury 
Powder Box 


tells you which shades of Powder, Rouge 


and Lip- 


r 
stick are most flattering for you. Woodbury Color 


Control gives your new Rouge more velvety, 
natural effect, adds new satin-st thness to your 
Lipstick Try this stunning « W Matched 
Make-up of the Stars to brir ut your beauty today, 


Buy Victory Bonds 
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What two bright 
girls learned in a 


La Beau Twins, Lee and Amy 


takes Pepsodent Powder to keep teeth at their brightest 





In a test “dim-out,”’ the La Beau Twins 
learned why it is important to choose the 
right brand of dentifrice. Both had been 
users of Pepsodent. But Amy switched to 
another brand for test purposes. Both girls 
took extra care to follow an identical pro- 
cedure —they used the same kind of tooth 
brushes, even timed their brushings by a 
minute-glass. There was but one difference 
—Lee used Pepsodent, Amy used another 
well-known brand. 


: 





ner 7 
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whic Vt 
La Beau Twins confirm: Independent 
laboratory tests found no other dentifrice that 
could match the lustre produced by Pepsodent 
Powder. By actual test, Pe; 
a lustre on teeth Twice as Bright as 


ll other leading brands! 


lent produces 
the 
average « 


OF ALL 
TOOTH POWDERS 


OWLY PEPSODENT HAS (RIUM 





‘ 


, get visible proof that it 





i \ ecm” 
Amy saw the warning when her smile 
began to dull. The “dim-out” was begin- 
ning. She remarked: “Lee’s teeth kept on 
sparkling as brightly as ever. But mine!... 
they actually lost lustre. And they didn’t 
feel as smooth and clean as when I used 
Pepsodent. I knew Pepsodent made teeth 
brighter. But who would dream another 
brand could cause them to dim! I’m glad 
the test is over. I’m back on Pepsodent 
again... and I'll never change!” 


EMPTY CAN OR TUBE 


NOT NEEDED WHEN YOU BUY 
PEPSODENT POWDER 





a 


of Canada, Ltd, 
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Summer Fires 


hack here soon and tear this up and 
blow you and me a carefree kiss and 
laugh at myself. Soon, | hope—but not 
now. Vale, darlingest. Ave atque vale.” 

The paper lay on her knee and Kelly’s 
Ellen let 


breath go slowly. He hadn’t come, then. 


scrawl was faded, old. her 
The six weeks, maybe four, had gone 
swiftly and he’d got over it. A little 
quicker than she. But he had loved her 
then, as truly as she loved him. It had 
died with the flame of summer for 
Kelly, but it had been real. That was 
enough. That 
Ellen bent and dropped the paper on 
the glowing embers and saw it brown 
and curl and then flare up in one bright 
gust. 

She went without a backward glance. 
She was glad she had come, glad she had 
found that echo from the past. At least 
they had felt the same thing; and she 
could be like Kelly now—she could blow 
a carefree kiss backward to the warmth 
of summer past. Soon 


was comfort enough. 


at any rate. 

It was bitter cold in the fast-gathering 
dusk and the 
more forlorn and wistful than ever. The 


closed summer hotels 
lights of the Lodge glowed amber when 
Ellen reached the bottom. 

She was chilled through and went into 
the lounge where a log fire burned and 
lamps glowed softly. 

She didn’t hear footsteps, but she 
looked up and saw a girl in blue ski 
pants and moccasins come to the fire. 
Dark and vivid the girl saw Ellen at 
the same time. Her eyes widened. Then 
she smiled and said, “Hullo. I didn’t 
know anyone had come today.” 

Ellen merely nodded. The girl stared 
at her and then walked away. Ellen 
got up. She didn’t want to meet them. 
She would have dinner upstairs and go 
to bed, and in the morning she would 
return to town. 

As she got to the door she heard the 
“Where is he? I tell you 


She’ll knock that Jone 


girl’s voice, 
she’s si ymething. 


wolf for a loop.” 


2? Continued from page 27 


A masculine voice said, “I’[l saunter in 
and confirm, She'll have to be super . .” 


THEN ELLEN came out into the foyer 
and crossed to the stairs and was aware 
of the silence of the group getting out of 
their kit and shoes. 

In the cheerful room she took off the 
She to the 
window in her stockinged feet. The 
sky was dark, the stars bright and blue 
as steel and all the world quiet and cold, 
She looked toward the heights, toward 


high-laced shoes, went 


where Logan’s Iay and said softly, 
“Good-by, Kelly. Good-by, darling.” 
As she turned from the window she 
heard the footsteps. Heavy, booted 
feet. They were coming fast, She didn’t 
know why her breath should catch, but 
it did, even before she heard his voice 
calling, “Ellen, where are you?” 
She threw open the door. He was a 
dozen paces down the hall. She said, 
“Kelly : 
He 


clothes. 


.” and he turned swiftly. 
no different, even in ski 
His fair hair was golden, his 


was 


eyes blue. His face was leaner, quieter, 
but he Kelly Smith. He looked 
down into her eyes. Ellen said painfully, 
“You did come, then?” 

His well - remembered voice said, 
“Week after week. Endlessly.” 

“But your letter. You forgot that, 
You didn’t tear it up.” 

**How could I when I felt the same as 


was 


when I wrote it? When all my searching 
And then Ellen 
wasin his arms. He held her tightly. He 
said “Oh, darling, we're 
people. We knew everything. We don’t 


left me just as lost.” 


such smart 
deserve this chance the gods have given 
us, but bless them for it. I love you, 
darling; 


ss? 


She couldn’t see him for the tears that 


darling, I love you.” 


I 
misted her eyes, meshed her Iashes. She 
clung to him, holding to his arms. Kelly 
said deeply, ‘*Amo, amas, amamus.” 
Ellen 


was ail that 


| love, thou lovest, we love. 
lifted That 


mattered, ever. # 


her face. 
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“An army truck to go and bring daddy home in.” 
That's what Barry McLean, who is four, has been saying for 
months now. Barry’‘s father is Rifleman John McLean, a Canadian 


prisoner of war in Hong Kong. 
and colored blocks for all Barry cares. 
- to bring his daddy home, 


truck 


You can keep your woolly dogs 
Just give him that army 


Neil, his big brother, who is all of six and the man of the 


family now, wants some target games. 
He doesn’t say why 


his aim 
Their mother 


He'd like to sharpen up 
But that’s all he wants. 


shown here reading the official notification that 


her husband was alive and a prisoner, says she'd be willing to 
skip Christmas this year if it weren't for the children. (It was last 


Christmas that Hong Kong happened, remember 


But she’s work 


ing hard in a Toronto munitions plant, and every day of work 
brings that wonderful future Christmas one day closer — the one 
Barry and Neil dream about, too, with daddy home, 
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THAT LOVELY SUMMER DAY five years ago... we will be able to enjoy, thanks to Kate who For generations, International Silver have been 
I was sixteen and maid-of-honor at my sister’s is giving us the most beautiful service. I’ve famous as the makers of 1847 Rogers Bros., 
wedding! It was the most utterly breathless wondered why silverware seems so terribly im- Canada’s finest silverplate, and of world- 
day of my life! portant . . . I suppose because there’s some- renowned International Sterling Silver. Now in 
7 thing sort of indispensable about it, especially wartime, International's careful craftsmanship, 


All morning the house bustled with caterers 


and telegraph boys. And Dad paced the floor to someone who's just setting up house. It’s long-proven traditional skill, and facilities are 


> E > ‘ ~ . =c > y 1A , > 79 Y 4 4 > ‘ y 4 . , 
by the window—looking at the sky and saying, one of the things that brides really need, even now serving Canada and helping win this war. 


“Darn j . hen people should buy only the necessitie 
can’t -day! when people shouk uy Only the necessities. E ; , _ - 
Darn it, it just can't rain to-day Essential articles and war munitions for our 


Then we were w alking down the aisle to the Fine silverware seems to stand for something fighting forces — fuse containers, shell clips, 
slow, solemn music. It was all so beautiful. that’s beautiful—and permanent. It will mean ship buoys, service cutlery and tableware for 
Right then I decided that I'd have a wedding more to us every year. When Bob goes away, the armed forces—are a few of the items 
just like Kate’s it will be a reminder for me of all the things now being produced in ever-increasing 

But lots of things have changed in five years. I want him to return to. And in the short time quantities by the same craftsmen whose skill 
Even if Dad were still alive, I wouldn't be having we'll have together, it will represent something and precision have made International the 
a big gorgeous wedding. It just doesn’t fit our enduring . . . the joy of sharing something world’s foremost silver house. International 
way of living these days lovely and lasting with the one you love! Silver Company of Canada, Limited, Hamilton, 


But fine silverware is one bridal tradition that Ontario. eee o Aas 
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Open His Eyes with New Beauty! 


go on the 
CAMAY MILD-SOAP DIET! 





This lovely bride, Mrs. J. F. Aldridge, says: “The Camay 
Mild-Soap Diet has made such a lovely difference in my skin.” 


So many lovely brides praise this 
easy beauty care! It’s based on the 
advice of skin specialists! 


7 Nesp summer night . . . sweet music 
.-. you two dancing! Do you hear 
him whisper, “You're so lovely”? 

If romantic words like that don’t come 
your way, perhaps your skin care is to 
blame! Without realizing it, 
you may be letting improper 
cleansing dull your complex- 
ion—or you may be using a 
soap that’s not mild enough 
for skin as delicate as yours. 
But here’s a promise. Change 
to the Camay Mild-Soap 


Registered 
Trade-Mark 





Diet; after a few short weeks, you'll be 
thrilled to see your skin looking lovelier! 

You see, skin specialists advise regular 
cleansing—with a fine mild soap. And 
Camay is not only mild, it’s actually mild- 
er than dozens of other popular beauty 
soaps. No wonder the Camay Mild-Soap 
Diet has helped bring new beauty to so 
many girls who are now lovely brides! 
MADE IN Follow the Camay Mild- 

CANADA = Soap Diet night and morn- 
ing for 30 days. Notice the 
first time, your skin will feel 
fresher! But continue faith- 
fully and your dreams of ap- 
pealing new loveliness may 
soon come true! 


GO ON THE MILD-SOAP DIET TONIGHT! 





Work Camay’s milder lather over your skin, pay- 
ing special attention to the nose, the base of 
nostrils and chin. Rinse with warm water and 
follow with thirty seconds of cold splashings. 








4 - 
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Then, while you sleep, the tiny pore openings are 
free to function for natural beauty. In the morn- 
ing—one more quick session with this milder 
Camay and your face is ready for make-up. 











“You can be so 
It was an 


improve things much. 
naive sometimes,” she said. 
accusation that would make any girl’s 
hair stand on end. “All dreamy and 
flushed because some guy falls into the 
party spirit and kisses you!” 

“I’m not!”’ Pam said. She sat with her 
feet tucked under her in one corner of the 
divan and kept her face indifferent. 
“Don’t be silly.” All her fine high 
spirits had sunk 
Maybe she was naive. She had built a 
and 


sagged and away. 
complete plan of her future life 
Rodney’s future life—on the foundation 
of a single minute, and a very fragile 
minute at that. Now that they knew 
they loved each other that she 
hadn’t known all along, but now that he 
knew too 
then married, and furnish an apartment 
and have children and tive together and 
love each other for the rest of thei 
She had all but planned the 
trousseau and named the 
Because he had kissed her and seemed 
to enjoy it. Yes, naive. 

“Nancy was ready to split with rage,” 
Barbie said, shaking her head again at 
the scar on the table. “Why 
can’t be careful with fire 


not 


they would get engaged, and 


lives. 
children. 


people 
Everyb« ry 


there knew why she dragged him off 


like that. Oh, this story will make the 
rounds all right. And Nancy will 
probably never forgive you.” She 
smiled. “‘Not that that ought to bother 
you. But she doesn’t like to have her 
men philander. She takes it as a 
personal insult. Which I suppose it is,” 
Barbie said meditatively, laying a book 
over the scar and trying to forget it. 
“Poor Roddy. She'll give it to him.” 
“Yes,” Pam said. She felt miserable. 
The world had got very grey. No good 
would come of this in any direction. 
She’d had a fire lit in her heart, as the 
song put it, and nothing would ever put 
it out again. But Rodney had only been 
having a spot of philandering, and 
Nancy would make him pay for it. But 
the biggest trouble of all was that she 
still felt convinced that it had meant just 
as much to him as to her. It must have. 
So he would come over, or telephone, 
and...So it seemed 
cure her of being naive. 
Pam’s pretty dreams, she thought, and 
Pam goes blithely ahead and makes 


A very 


nothing would 


Smash one of 


another one out of the pieces. 
hopeful girl. A very foolish one. 


HE DIDN’T call on Sunday; Sunday 
was just the usual day of misery. Slips 
to be washed and ironed, stockings to be 
laundered, pressing to be done, and in 
the afternoon it rained, which 
gloomy, and tomorrow was Monday, 
which was more gloom. Work again. 
Nothing to look forward to. And she 
had felt so wonderful at two minutes 
past ten on Saturday. 

Barbie went over to gather news from 
Anne, and came back to report. “It’s 
the big topic,” she said. “Aren’t girls 
catty? I think it’s because it’s Nancy. 
Why is it people always love to see a 
beautiful girl get one in the eye? | 
think,” she said, answering it herself, 
“because it gives all the less lovely ones 


was 


a bit of hope and consolation.” 
She looked at Pam, who was being 


methodical about reading the Sunday 


paper. “My lamb,” she said, “you 
aren’t letting it get you down, are you? 


It'll all blow over by Wednesday, you 
know. If not by tomorrow. You don’t 
mind being a topic of discussion for a 
brief while, do you? I wouldn’t. It 
has its glamour, you know. Don’t let 


it bother you. Betty said to come over 
on Wednesday and celebrate payday 
with her. Cheer up, my lamb,” Barbie 
said, starting to go over her wardrobe 
for the week. White shoes to be cleaned, 
a ripped hem to be caught up afresh, 
a pastel woollen skirt to be pressed in 
case by miracle they would 
have a day cool enough for it. The 


some 


usual routine. 

Monday was about as bad as Sunday, 
that 
Pam wore her royal blue linen 


except the sun shone, so it was 
hotter. 
dress with the matching pumps; clothes 
were a consolation, though not a huge 
Mail to be opened, letters to be 
typed, te lephones to answer, callers to 
be tactful to 
ly going to be routine now for the rest 
of her life. The keys of her typewriter 
stuck; she accidentally the 
telephone on an uncarpeted part of the 
floor, and it rattled in an unhealthy 
way when she picked it up, but it kept 
Definitely a 


one, 


routine. It was apparent- 


dropped 


working, unfortunately. 
bad day. 

At noon, on her way across the daz- 
zlingly hot street to have lunch, she 
came face to face with Nancy, and 


Nancy 


and walked on. 


a charmingly icy smile 
Before, Nancy would 


have suggested having lunch together. 


smiled 


None of the girls in the office had 
suggested lunch, either. W hich was 
probably a coincidence. I[’ll turn into 
a suspicion-ridden hag if I’m_ not 


careful, she thought over her chicken 
salad sandwich and glass of milk. Come, 
come, she told herself, brace up; and 
back to the office and felt 
and Five o'clock 
came like a parole; she went out into the 


she went 


drearier drearier. 
slanting sunlight and caught her trolley 
by the breadth of a hair, and when she 
got off at her corner, there was Rodney 
sitting on the news stand reading a 
paper. Her heart went skyward in a 
minute, bumping up like a very crazy 
Then he 
stood up, and barely smiled. He looked 
and fretful as she had felt all 


day. When he spoke, her heart went flat 


bird. turned and saw her, 


as weary 


again. 

“Explain Nancy to me he began 
crossly, falling into step with her, past 
the jeweller’s, theantiqueshop, the bank, 
down the blue-shadowed street that had 


No 


man understands them, and I under- 


lost all its magic. “Explain girls. 


stand them less than the normal man.” 
Explain Nancy 


fun. 


This wasn’t going 
She began thinking 
“What did 


to be any 


up excuses to get away. 


you mean?” 

“Nancy,” he said, “ripped me back 
and forth over the coals Saturday. I saw 
her Sunday, and she went at it all over 
again. Talk, talk, talk, a 


and virulent. 





I very violent 
‘Today we lunch. 
More of it. Why this persecution?” 


“Perhaps she didn’t like it,” 


had 


Pam 
suggested politely. 

“But what business was it of hers? 
Did she think she owned me already? 
Was I| supposed to ask her permission?” 


“It might have helped,” Pam said. 


They were starting across the pie- 
shaped park. The pigeons rose in an 
iridescent flight before them; the 


leaves were green in the sun, the grass 
What was wrong with him? 
Was he more than he looked 
What did he want of her? Maybe she 
was supposed to otter to intercede with 
Nancy, explain that it was all her fault, 
smooth things over? Crazy She 
walked a little faster, wanting to get it 


over with. 


was green. 


obtuse 
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War Service 


| No lack of meat! 


When the November issue went to 


press, Chatelaine editors were too busy 

to take time out to count the number of 

different ideas presented within the | 
main theme, “Save and Conserve.” 
lhree days after the magazine was on 
the news stands, we were all set, with 
pad and pencil, to undertake our 
private survey when, brrrrr! the tele- 
phone rang. “I want to thank you for 









the really practical, up-to-the-minute 


... Wish her an "Elizabeth Arden" 


last evening and we counted all of 


information in my new copy of Chate- : 

laine,” said a pleasant voice. “My this year. Charmingly gay and 
husband and I were going through it imaginative are the "Gifts of Q 
| 


113 separate ideas for saving and con- 
servation...This issue is packed with 


Enchantment"" by Elizabeth x 


Arden. They are a compliment 9) 
to her, and to your good taste. I 


meat!” 

Well, after that, it didn’t seem neces- 
sary to do our own counting. We were 
glad to settle for 113, as reported by 
a‘‘disinterested” party, but one who, we 
know, is vitally concerned with daily | 

| application of the ideas and principles | 
presented in our November number. 


Auxiliary Services 


Two new wartime bulletins have 


4 just rolled from our presses—both of 
Yiail al itty them planned to help you do a better 


job in these exacting days. Chatelaine’s 





GLOWING SHADES new service bulletin No, 2205, ‘‘Suga 
STAY LOVELY Saving Cakes and Frostings,” offers 
> half-a-doze ~w techniques for baking a a ; 
~ é a-dozen new techniques r Daking A LUE GRASS SET—Flower Mist; soft Dusting 
rs DAYS ON END > 1 : Powder and 3 Sachets of Blue Grass, $4.50. 
rs — with the lowest common denominator of 


BATH GIFT BOX—June Geranium Bath Soap with 
handy Bath Mit and a fragrant bottie of either 
Hand-O-Tonik, Flower Mist or Bath Oil; $3.00. 


(Ue 4 — 1s - —._y* f) J 
SSB RS Ee c ga Oo 


) sugar, and for proper use of sugar sub- 


| stitutes. Twelve pages of new recipes 
are included, all of them tested and 
approved by the Chatelaine Institute. 
You can range from Wartime Standard 
Cake to Apple Gingerbread to Dark 
Fruit Cake for Christmas—and you'll 
be well within your rations all the way. 

There’s hardly a household in any 
Canadian city that doesn’t send its 
quota of workers off each day—to the 
war production line, to offices and shops 
and public utility systems. Their health 
and efficiency on the job depend to a 5-0Ne MARIE SAP Ge INN ¢.-Anenieh- Wenn. dieks ied ae ae 


ww ores xte > ki é WDER—A ech i 
very great extent on the kind and cana vith a Qiker te ‘a hedae todos plumes and downy tassels bearing a bott!e of Blue Grass 





| quantity of food they eat three times a Powder encased in a transparent arch, $2.25. Flower Mist... $3.50. Blue Grass Flower Mist $1.50, 
| ei ici if vou’re puzzled by all this ee ee GRASS DESIGN—Choice Gift Wrapped $1.75, with Atomizer $2.40. 


BEAUTIFUL BUT SAD new talk of “hidden hunger,” “fatigue 


” “ . ” 
curves” and “absenteeism,” and want 


..» SHE DOESN’T UNDERSTAND , 


to get down to a brass-tacks basis of 


Nurse Drew's booklet gives every what to do about it, here’s help for 


woman new peace of mind. you. “Workers Must Eat” is the title 
‘ of Chatelaine’s important new service 
Send for this wise and frank information ’ = I 
on the problem of Personal Hygiene. 


It explains how Rendells bring complete 


bulletin, No. 2207, which contains: 
80 lunch box menus, planned for variety 








and antiseptic protection—and with it and flavor as well as good nourishment; 
new happiness and peace of mind. You pointers for the workers who buy their 
can depend on Rendells.—In dainty meals In restaurants or canteens; 
suppository form, quickly effective but practical tips, and menus, for the house- 
harmless as purest oils. Individually foil- | ie a gpa Scie? aia 
r d in b f 12 Ask your keeper who has the responsibility D— “IT'S YOU" PERFUME —a subtle fragrance by E—QUICK MAKE-UP KIT—a Christmas com- 
wrapped in 20xeS ° a. yo putting a good breakfast and a sub- Elizabeth Arden, $2.50 to $41.25 pliment—designed for today’s busy woman. In 
druggist for Rendells. \ a BLUE GRASS PERFUME—the sweet. fresh fragrance of black or brown alligator grain, with a stand up 
stantial hot dinner on the table each | Kentucky has been captured in this perfume of unusual mirror, it contains 10 Elizabeth Arden essen- 
ee eee Sor ee ee ee ee ae | charm, $1.50 te $66.00. tials $7.50 
Nurse Drew, c/o Lyman Agencies, Ltd gay. : 
| 286, St. Paul Street West, Montreal, P.Q | | At Smartest Shops co 
| [Please send me copy of the Free Booklet | This Christmas is Different in Every Town = 
“Personal Hygiene”. \ * | 7 
I enclose $1.00 for full size carton of Rendells } Uhe en ee eee, See 
and Free Booklet, to be mailed, prepaid, in need its sustaining comfort more than 
plain wrapper 7 * | 
ever—but we can’t expect thesametype | 


| 

| | 
| | 
| | of celebration in this fourth year of 
| cated | war as in those far-off days of peace. 
| D-40 | So you'll find this Christmas number 
SS . . ° ’ ° 

Mail coupon for plain wrapped copy of Nurse of Chatelaine different too with many 
Drew's booklet. It makes everything clear 40 j of the sober thoughts we're all thinking 
| today, but with that undertone of cheer | 
and confidence and courage which we | 


must never lose. # 
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“Somehow,” he said, “I hoped you’d 
be more sympathetic. You’re very 
nippy today. I thought, after Saturday, 
you know sj 

Yes, after Saturday. Surely it was 
only fair that she should help him 
out of his troubles, since he’d done her 
the favor of kissing her on Saturday. A 
small enough return...He was right: 
he did understand girls less than the 
normal man. If he was a normal man 
about it, men in general must be 
nuggets of lead from the neck up. 

“‘I’m sorry,” she said, “but the hours 
for weeping on my shoulder are four 
to six on wet Wednesdays only. And 
I’ve got to leave you here.” She stopped 
and smiled brightly up at him. He was 
looking baffled. Men were certainly 
weird creatures. “I’ve got an appoint- 
ment with the dentist and he’s staying 
late especially for me so I mustn’t keep 
him waiting,” she said “Good-by.” 

She walked off very fast down the 
street and didn’t look back. It might as 
well have been the dentist; it was full 
of rack and torment. That was what 
came of being the optimistic type, full 
of hopes that wouldn’t be downed until 
they were downed so hard that they 
carried everything with them. He might 
not understand girls; she didn’t under- 
stand men. This man in especial. She 
merely loved him. Had he expected 
Nancy to like it? And what had he 
expected of ber? She thought of a few 
helpful things more to say, now that 
it was too late: “Work hard, Nancy will 
forgive you. You're the kind of man 


women love to forgive. Even I’ve 
forgiven you, for what it’s worth.” And 


then he could have said, “It’s not worth 
a thing,” and completed her misery. It 
might as well be complete, it was 
certainly pure, unalloyed 

7T uesday, the routine of work again; 
Wednesday, the routine of work and 
then the routine of a party. She didn’t 
want to go over to Betty’s and be all 
bright and cheerful and full of gay con- 
versation, feeling the way she did, but 
Barbie said, “But I promised for you, 
you can’t let me down!”’ so she had to go. 
She put on a nice honey-colored dress 
that practically matched her hair, 
borrowed Barbie’s brilliant red lip- 
stick, rec klessly borrowed Barbi *s Cocoa 
brown sandals as well, and prepared for 
a long hard evening. 

But everybody was very nice to her, 
even the girls. Apparently they had 
forgive n her for he r bre ach of the code. 
Probably every girl was allowed ons 
breach. And this girl, she the ught 
doesn’t want more than one. 

3etty had a chintzy place, riotous 
with draperies and wallpaper. The gang 
had gathered; the door was open; every- 
thing was noisy and the people across 
the hall weren’t complaining because 
they were having a party too, with 
their door open, and before the evening 
was over, the parties would probably 
blend. They were already blending 
at the edges. 

Anne’s brothers had come over with 
some new records to try out on Betty’s 
very expensive phonograph; Betty had 
organized a game of pinochle for herself 
in the corner; there w as dancing; there 
was gossip. And this, Pam thought, is 
my life from now on: work hard, get a 
raise, play bridge with the girls, chat 
with the boys, work hard, get a raise, 
and all the time the one man fades 
farther and farther into the distance 

““How’s the heart-breaker?” Ann’s 


younger brother asked her companion- 


ably, falling onto thesofa besideher. “O 
is that unmentionable?” 

She laughed and felt a bitter twi 
her heart. “Pretty nearly. Don’t 
it loud.” 

“Don’t worry, Anne’s decided 
deserve a reprieve. But ” He st 
ped and stared at the doorway. 


IT WAS GETTING rather monotono 
Every time Pam looked up, ther 
Nancy in a doorway. It was happer 
too often. And she was looking 
liantly beautiful, her red hair very r 
her green dress very smooth, her greet 
eves shining. And beside her was a man 
Quite a man. He was tall, he was dark, 
he was W ide of shoulder, lean of h . 
he had intense dark eyes, a mysterious 
smile. He looked like a black swan. 
“Nancy’s new guy,” Anne’s brother 
murmured, and he whistled gently. 
“She changes them fast, she changes 


them often. What a girl!” 


Nancy came directly toward Pam, and 
her smile wasn’t icy any more, it was 


triumphant. “I want you to me 

Dennis Brierly, Pam,” she said. “Pam 
Smith. And this is Anne’s brother Joe, 
Dennis.” She led Dennis away like 


a brunette greyhound on a leash. The 
room was quite full now, the clan had 
gathered, it was going to be RS { 
party. But Nancy had a new man. 
What about Rodney, then, what about 
Rodney? What was he doing—quietly 


breaking his heart? 

Rodney was sitting down on the sofa 
beside her. “Hello again,” he said 
quie tly. “Still once more, he lo. 

She couldn’t look at him, but she 


felt warm all over. Happy. “Nar 


] «éT s9 
she said, has gota 


ew man. 


n 
So she has, he replied with 


interest. “‘But what about you? I’m 
in the position of a guy who burned 


co eS 1 | Is] ¢ ‘ 

bridges behind him and then tound tha 
1 <2 : 

someone else had burned 


ahead. [| gather I made a mistake 


+} iyrict 


about you Saturday.” 


He was talking very quietly; she 
could barely hear the murmur! 
voice, and she kept on watching th 


¢ 


party. “I didn’t realize you mean 


j ! al 
e Said simply and honestly. 


“1 thought vou were Nancvy’s. [ 





t 1 e just hav fu hie 

le. 

“Me!” he said ind intly. ““Na s! 
Wher t as I I n the n a 
uw you! When I’ve been thr I] 
for ¢ 1 t part i 
Nancy! | erstand 

S } he na Said ¢ CC 
had meant persec A ne i 
be 1 Nanc *s I i ‘ ly I Na 
eye i { e ey i the rl NI Ly De 

| cre d crea t e Ma . 
men weren’t to be considered mer 
chattel And then, again 

“Well, you see,” she said napp ly, 
“there are codes and ( des, all very 


secret, but I thought you knew abou 
them. Only you didn’t. I thought y 


were Nancy’s whole bow, I didn’t kn 


you were just one of the extra I 
. — 1 I at 
It was love from the be rinning with me, 
) | 
Pa he d, fferi you y 
I } 
names a mere ftormatut V urea 
nave Bu iid 1 care to meet! 
Kitchen in two sec nds flat “ 

‘In one second flat,” she repli 
obediently. He lau; hed and t 
up. She laughed and stood up to 
Nancy had a new man, but she had a 


new man too. And the one man, at that 


3 
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| HERE'S a suqgestion for 
|} one of those last-minute 
| Christmas gifts. Make a 
| “Cream Puff” cushion. It 
| looks beautiful and expen- 
sive, but can be made in 
an evening. There's a 
choice of colors—old gold 
or medium green slipper 
satin. Price of complete 
materials and chart is 
| $1.75; a form is supplied 
| at 75 cents. Order No. 
C745. 


“Too busy” for beauty 
| parlors... butherhair 
never shows it! 





POLISH IT WITH- 


“Goddard’s ” 


Your silver will “say nice things about you” 47 V7 (4 y, 44 


when you maintain its lustrous beauty with 

famous “Goddard's” polishes. “Goddard's” 

reveals the natural beauty of precious silver : | 

without scratches or smears. It removes A FOR TH 2 HOM ia 

stubborn tarnish in a twinkling. Clean your | — — . 

silverware regularly with “Goddard's” 
| 
| 





By MARIE LE CERF 






ow’ RE busier now, but don’t let your 


66 9 99 | 
O ar ‘ee Order from Marie Le Cerf, Chatelaine, 481 University Ave., hair show neglect. Keep it lovely 
‘Fgronto, ep@osing postal note or money order. On out-of- lustrous, attractive — with Trsiiideiee 
town cheques gdd 15 cents for bank exchange. or as é ’ 


Plate Powder or Liquid Polish 4 the “beauty parlor in a bottle.” Just 
IN BOXES i TINS <3 apply Danderine daily to comb or brush 


famous for 100 years _ when arranging your hair, and see how 

q this active formula removes loose dan- 
druff, adds lustre and the look of 
loveliness. Start with Danderine today! 


THE OLD - FASHIONED o 
cosy comes back into use Da nderine 
to warm that last precious 
The modern, time-saving way 
to lovelier hair 


th ‘Iti b MEN, TOO, like Danderine. 11 fights dandruff; 
ee en oe Ree | keeps hair neat. All drug and department stores. 
quickly on the machine, noose tsi ating iaiatsitgiaiinsstaitaliatamaan eal 


instead of by hand. There 
is a choice of four colors 
—black, old gold, French | 

rose or olive green taffeta SKI N KEPT 
silk. No form is required 





Sole Proprietors and Manufacturers 
J. Goddard & Sons, Lid., Leicester, England 
AGENTS 
W G. Patrick & Co. Ltd., Toronto 
Watson & Truesdale , Winnipeg 


DIONNE"QUINTS" 


promptly relieve 


CHEST COLDS 


this good old reliable way! 


Whenever the Dionne Quintuplets catch 
cold—their chests, throats and backs are 
rubbed with Musterole—a product made 
especially to promptly relieve coughs, 
sore throat, and aching chests—it actu- 
ally helps break up congestion in the 
bronchial tract, nose and throat. 
Musterole gives such effective results 
because it’s more than just an ordinary 
“salve’’. It’s a modern counter-irritant— 
better than an old fashioned mustard 
plaster. Since Musterole is used on the 
‘Quints”—you can be sure you're using 
one of the BEST cold remedies made! 
IN 3 STRENGTHS: Children’s Mild 
Musterole, Regular and Extra Strong. 









i 


drop of tea. It’s another 
late Christmas gift idea, as 














as we supply double pad- 
ding, also muslin backing 
and rayon lining. Price, 
$1.50, cottons for working, 
20 cents. Order No. C924. 









te NERVES” as a swan. 
SHE CALLED IT 


You envy the texture of the 
swan's snowy plumage—always 
so beautifully matt. Give your 
skin the same lovely texture 
with Créme Simon M.A.T. This 
new different foundation cream 
helps to prevent grease and 
shine forming. It imparts the 
perfect finish. 


CREME SIMON M.A.T. 


Losing interest— 
losing friends — she 
never went out any 
more—always too 
tired. “Nerves,” she 
thought—but it was 
her kidneys, the filters 
of her blood, that 
needed attention, 
Delay meant danger. 
She took Dodd’s Kidney 
Pills at once. The im- 
proved action of her 






FOR THE hostess who 


likes simple tailored de- 


ettes can be supplied in 
white, cream or yellow, & 


at $2.25; the 45-inch 


4 i 





signs we recommend 


; : sas this rose attern z 
kidneys helped to clear away blood impurities and oe set comes in cream @ | Ask, too, for Poudre Simon 
excess acids. Fatigue, headache, backache, lack luncheon set in cross oe ieee pene : reg . 
of energy, disappeared. 117M stitch. Stamped on _s oe Saeee e CREME SIMON PRODUCTS 

for working, 30 cents. § ARE UNIVERSALLY FAMOUS 





ish linen, the 36-inch 
Dodd’s Kidney Pills om ar a ame Order No. C707. 
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Simplicity Patterns may be obtained from your local dealer, or by mail fhrough the Pattern Department of Chatelaine Magazine, 481 University Avenue, 


Toronto. 





TESTE NERRE 


Around 


bracket. The accessory sets that run 
intosomuch pay-cheque that you might 
as well have bought another whole 
outfit are no part of this planned 
economy. 

Our gal, who’s getting set for a white 
Christmas and some bright days 
following, greets you on the left with 
the dress of her choosing, It’s in the 
under-fifteen-dollars group, which may 
surprise you. It’s made of rayon 
crepe with smart tucks and a simple 
neckline pliable is the word, Blac k, 
as it happens, although any good 
sound color would work as well. 

At the top, right, she’s got a date 
with the boss for dictation! And a 
spanking fresh sharkskin collar (around 
59 cents) makes her trim and trigger. 
But down below, left, come swing and 
sway time, she’s right as rain in the 
same little number, with sequin 


' bt 
flowers at throat and tn hair, earrings 


and bracelet 
Below right, the same outfit, looking 
oh-so-different sees her off for Sunday 


tea with His family. # 





28 courtesy T. Eaton Co 
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Keep your nails pretty. Dura-Gloss does it. If, like so many 
others, you’re busier than ever with war duties, you'll find 
Dura-Gloss nail polish a real ally. Dura-Gloss contains a special 
ingredient (Chrystallyne) that makes it last longer on your nails 
(and it’s important now to make things last)—this ingredient 
gives it a special sparkle that brightens you up. You just can’t 
help feeling better after you’ve used Dura-Gloss! Get it today. 


See these handsome Dura-Gloss colors— 
Tropica Cinnamor Red Pepper 






LORR LABORATORIE CANADA) LTD. 
MONTREAL, CANADA 


DURA-GLOSS © 
nie. pliste 


Polish Remover Dura-Coat 
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/ GOTTA SHAVE, 
DONT 1? 


. »- Noxzema helps soften 
my tough beard, gives mea 
swell, cool, comfortable 
shave; and my skin doesn’t 
feel tender and sore after- 
ward! 





4 GOTTA HAVE 
‘7 FOR BABY 


«.. Noxzema is so grand for 
baby’s skin when it is chafed 
or irritated by ‘‘diaper 
rash.” It soothes so quickly 
—helps promote healing! 





4 GOTTA DATE, 
Mom 


..- I have to have Noxzema 
—it’s such a grand founda- 
tion; as a night cream it 
helps smooth and soften 
my skin—helps heal ugly 
pimples and blemishes. 













4 OFTEN BURN MY 
HANDS... COOK/NG 


...and Noxzema’s fine for 
those minor “kitchen” burns 
and for red rough, chapped 
hands! Keep a jar in the 
kitchen, too! 


Let This Family Favorite Help You, Too! 


® Try snow-white, greaseless, medi- 
cated Noxzema as above—and for the 
relief of many similar common dis- 
tressing skin troubles. It’s socooling, 
soothing, pleasant to use. Over 15 
million jars used every year! 


Lal 


THIS FAMOUS TRADE MARK 


IMPORTANT! For a limited time, you 
can getthe big 93¢jar of Noxzema for 
only 65¢! Take advantage of this 
special yearly offer! Get a jarfor every 
member of the family today! At all 
drug and department stores. 


Baggage WITH CHARACTER 


THOSE WHO WEED THE BEST 


This Christmas the supply of 
baggage like this has been re- 
.duced by necessary priorities . . 
Yet more people than ever require 
good baggage for essential war- 
time travel. So give this practical 
gilt only when you are sure it is 
needed And remember that 
after the war McBrine dealers 
everywhere will again be offer- 
ing a wide selection of the 
best in baggage. 








































HE THINGS you'll be doing 
The 


rushing about, the telephone 


together again! mad 
calls, the red-garlanded doors opening, 
the firelight and Christmas trees and 
laughing and shouting to be crowded 
into moments. 


And you'll be looking 


he mostly wanted to see. Smart, fresh, 


well, what 


simple and somehow very importantly 
Y ourself. With no 


lost or wasted in 


precious time 
fussing over the 
wrong clothes. 

If ever there was a year for the 
little forth 
it’s this Yuletide season of 


*sood dress” to come 
and shine, 
1942. 


quick changes in accessories and hair- 
do, will fit 


For the right dress, with a few 


into your whirl-along 


schedule and your tight little budget 
like nobody’s business. 
Before we tell you just how this 


neat threesome was worked out of that 
simple basic number you see our model, 
top left, deciding on in the shop, we 
want to point out that all our acces- 
strictly in the 


sories are low-cost 
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By DAWZ VEITCH a 


ICTURES are important and delightful, and 

picture design enters into the creation of a room 

as much as the furniture, fabrics and color 
scheme. 

Choose your pictures with care and thought. Don’t 
hang pictures just to fill an empty space—empty 
spaces are quite all right and may be the result of good 
balance in furnishing arrangement. Don’t hang 
Aunt Tillie’s little water color just because you have 
it, or because it is Aunt Tillie’s. By all means hang it 
if you like it, if it is suitably framed and if it harmon- 
izes with the rest of the room. Never buy a picture 
merely for the “snob appeal” of possessing a genuine 
or original painting. Much 
better to have a well-chosen, 
well-framed magazine cover 
that means something to you 
and does something for the 
room. And don’t overlook the 
wonderful opportunities today 
to possess any great artist’s 
work in the form of faithful, 
brilliant reproductions — or 


ose ee 


SS reer 


prints. 

“I don’t know anything 
about art but I know what I 
like.” Well, that’s still a pretty 
fair guide to the sort of 
pictures you should have in 14 
your home, if you are really 
honest with yourself. If you 
enjoy the sombre richness of a 
Rembrandt reproduction, have 


2 ee ee ee ere 





and always, always, keep an eye on the furniture 
groups below. A picture hanging in mid-air—an 
isolationist—having no relation to other pictures or 
furnishings can never be an asset to a room. Small 
pictures can be arranged in a neat group—a block or 
row—to form an interesting substantial design over a 
large piece such as mantel or sideboard. AIl pictures 
should be hung at eye level, which means lower than 
we have been accustomed to. (Always bear in mind 
that one sits in a room for longer periods than one 
stands!) 

Pictures hung in steps-and-stairs give a restless 
appearance in any room except the stair hall where you 
can get an attractive effect by 
using a series mounting up in 
regular rhythm like the steps 
themselves. 

A good practical rule for 
hanging is to keep the lower 
line of your frames at the same 
height throughout the room, 
disregarding the different sizes 
of pictures. 


YOU CAN have fun with pic- 
tures once you shed some of 
the old conventional notions. 
Try groups of related subjects, 
such as birds, flowers or cos- 
tumes, for the big space over 
the chesterfield or hall chest. 
Hang your hobbies, whether 
rare shells or racing yachts. 


it, but try to make it at home Fabric mats around maps or prints are For the kitchen, experiment 
eo 2 : new and smart. Here gingham is used el ¥ : 
with its surroundings. If th« <6 tate Ghabe Golennes. with amusing gay mats of ging- 


children have brought home 
interesting sketches from thet: 
art classes, make good use of 
them, arranging them with an 
eye for proportion, balance 
and design. 

Let your pictures be a 
genuine expression of yourself, 
your tastes, your life, your 
sense of humor. In that way 
they become an_ intimate, 
personal accent in your home. 
Some breezy moderns hold 
that there are no periods in 
pictures—just personal taste 
and good sense. Theoretically, 


of course, there are periods, 





ham or tea-towelling or striped 
seersucker (to match your 
window curtains) to set off 
inexpensive prints, or pictures 
from advertisements. Put the 
children to cutting out and 
pasting down on a large sheet 
of mounted paper the History 
and Uses of the Onion . . . the 
Story of Tea, etc. Fun and 
education for them, and an 
interesting decoration for the 
kitchen or breakfast-room wall, 

For children’s rooms, patch- 
work cutouts can be charming, 
when made from gingham or 
other bright fabric, and put 
together like an old patchwork 


and it is worth knowing the F : 
oll ‘ulin: Meikeia Sonalel That blank wall space beside the stairs a aii as 

genera rules C1OreE brea Ings can be made interesting with a series quit, And here Ss anot ler 1dea 

them! Delicate aquatints ove: of pictures climbing upward. the youngsters will love: hang 


a massive oak sideboard can 
seldom look right because the 
two are totally unrelated. Dali’s surrealism would be 
out of place in a Victorian drawing-room. But on 
the other hand, Holbein’s drawings might be the 
spirit of a modern living room. So we'll say there 
need be no rigid periods in pictures, so long as a 
certain design is preserved in the room, and you have 
thought the situation out well! 


PHERE’S A lot more to hanging a picture than just 


driving a nail in the wall! Study your area carefully, 


one or two large sheets of 
cork or plain linoleum and 
encourage the owners to thumbtack favorite photo- 
graphs, cuttings and other precious souvenirs they 
like to collect. Incidentally you might find this idea a 
help for yourself too—for the accumulation of notices, 
bills, etc. 

Maps and posters are fascinating; you can apply 
them straight to the wall and shellac or lacquer over 
them, Or use flat plain frames and hang them like 
pictures. 

If you don’t feel quite happy about your plain walls 
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This a ift will help bring Lasting Happines: 


to the Recipient..the Giver..fo 4 the World/ 


A STARTLING claim for any gift, but in this case so true! For by the nature of 
your giving this Christmas you can not only win acclaim for your thought and kindness, 
but also help to bring back to all the world what it most desires . . . “Peace on 
Earth!” 

So join the host of wise givers this Christmas who will include high on their gift 
lists War Savings Certificates and Stamps. No other kind of gift can mean so much 
to the future of the recipient or so much to your own peace of mind. 








FOR ALL YOUR LOVED ONES FOR LASTING GRATITUDE 

Give War Savings Certificates and Stamps to A War Savings Certificate is a long-term gift 
fathers and mothers, sons and daughters, sisters It will recall your kindness when so many 
or brothers—to ftriends——-to any oF all you things now unobtainable are back again In 
must remember They are essentially a RIGHT cash value and in usefulness, it will then be 
gift—a pledge of victory—-a safeguard of all worth much more than you must pay for it 
that Christmas means, now. 








NO GIFT CAN MEAN SO MUCH SO EASY TO GIVE 

To give War Savings Certificates is to do so Giving War Savings Certificates is Christmas 
much for so many. Each one you buy helps Shopping made easy. What could be more 
to bring a little nearer the day when our fight- convenient in cases where it is so hard to 
ing men can come home again and the enslaved make a choice—where the recipient seems to 
peoples will once more be freé. “have everything’? 


* WHERE AND HOW TO BUY THEM 


a? 
Banks and Post Offices sell them for immedi- Jou? hx; ‘ o 


“a! 


ate delivery as follows: FE PAGE RY Yt Cle 7 
os | ” inal af | or vd 
REE when you buy War Say : 


A $5 CERTIFICATE FOR $4 CASH | Office, 299 Sta 
A $10 CERTIFICATE FOR $8 CASH 
A $25 CERTIFICATE FOR $20 CASH 


ngs Certificates 
Nas gifts at Post 


mps for Ch 


worded WITH ENVELOPES © CARDs 





The certificate is made out and handed to you | forms: “PPropriately fo, yon 
: ir 
then and there. 1 A Card gift and in two 
. , { e ard jn whi-k nA 
You can buy War Savings Stamps for 25c Plete War grhich a com- a ' 
: é aa ar Savings (.,..- ‘ : 
each at all Banks and Post Offices and many ficate May be en lo a Certi- *"| Co 
IClOse 3 
retail stores. i A Card on vl 3 PN Poly a 
, ' Stic ; NCN yoy r Ree |/ Sat 
War Savings Certificates are guaranteed by St sla your gift Stenn See { fs 
‘ « 2 ee “ ) } 4 
all the resources of Canada, and they are mie and which the recijn — \ Cred tod OS, 
¥ Weel 00: ane © Tecipient Y 
TAX FREE. tional S+- 4Ccumulate di ; f 
Ph a Stamps for a { Il addi- ls Sw 
iCate, ull Cert;. aa ow 
— axe XX j 
oa 
SS 


NATIONAL WAR FINANCE COMMITTEE 
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Gor Warmth with Econemy 


If STORM sash does not fit 
tack a of felt 


which fits into the window frame. 


tightly 


strip around the edge 


If condensation appears on the inside 
of storm sash, open the ventilator to 
permit circulation of a small quantity 
of 


window. 


air between the storm sash and the 





good rule so 


’ — 
bed IS a 


Early to you 
can turn your heat down or bank your 
fire early. Bundle in with a good book 
for company. 


In rooms where light is unimportant, 


solid panels of insulating board can 
’ é‘ , : 

be nailed directly over the window. 

If preferred, use the insulating board set 


, 


in a removable frame. When well fitted 


ys 


| I} I 
these provide good blac Kout protection, 
¢ 
tor 

Installing automatic drait control 
' | . I 
in the I 1ace smoke pipe usually re- 


i 
sults ina reduction of the hea loss up 


\ small opel g to ne utsicde 1 
should be provided in the furnace 
room to supply ventilation for the fire. 
The furnace room must be insulated. 

Be sure y 1 hermostat Sl tip-top 
working orde and hat is located 
18 inches above the floor in a plac 
where it Is! subjected to drafts 

When entila the house, el 
the thermostat setting about five degrees 
to a stra nea system 
i attempt to hea out 

( } Is I operat itomatk 
fir red Ine t ild o1 ly ca t¢ 
by < etent se e men 

Dur the gay coninne heat 
efforts to rooms actually used. At night 
conserve heat vara Il idow shades 
ind side-curta 





Kee p the lireplace damper closed when 


no lireison. If there s no damper, or I 


flue 
ot 


; 


7 oe a ae 
he damper has warped, block the 
opening 


bestos-cement 


with a tight fitting piece 


as board. 


Remember 
remove if before starting your next 


grate lire, 


To prevent heat loss through open 
turn off a 
With a hot water radiator it 


windows, you may steam 
radiator. 
to provide 


Is necessary protection 


against freezing. An old rug makes a 
fine covering. 

If you convert your heating plant 
from oil to coal, have the thermostat 
that it will work 


dampers on the boiler or furnace. 


fixed so the draft 


Keep the thermostat set no higher 
/ At 


reduced to 65 or even 


' 
than 70 degrees during the day. 


may be 


night it 


60 degrees. 


Do not wet coal before burning it. 


I 
Dank the tire 


W hen 


don’t forget to close the furnace door. 


you at night, 


clean. 
the 


Keep your furnace sections 
This 


can be done even during 


heating season, by proper use of a flue 


brush. | 





































OUTOOORS 


Load with Kodak Verichrome 
Film and you're set for winter 
snaps every bit as good as your 
summer shots. Verichrome 
has extra “range.” Takes full 
advantage of available light. 
Puts sparkleand life in snap- 
shots made in wintry sun- 
shine. “Gets the picture” 
even without bright sun. 


YOUR CHRISTMAS 
mS) 51S 
ee 2S bs 








preterence to 


the 


od 
o¢ mild weather. 


| , ot ti ra itor In your garage. 
With steam, merely turn off the valve 
) ( i itor \\ tk hot water, it IS 
ecessary to dis rect he radiator 
ind pl the IPE yranches within 
some heated space t ivoid free n 
See it your furnace Is properly 
sula Check against air leaks 
it base and sections. 


! ' . 
Keep doors and hatches to attic spaces 


and other unused portions of the house 


tightly closed. Shut kitchen and 
bathroom vents when not In use. 

It takes precious fuel to heat hot 
water for domestic purposes. Never 
heat it hotter than the 140 degrees 
necessary—preferably 125, 


t your hot water storage tank is bare 
have it insulated at once. 


faucets should be 


Leaky hot 


repaired, 


wate! 














INDOORS 
at Night 


Super-fast Kodak Super-XX 
Film makes you as good a 
picture maker indoors as 
out. Use inexpensive Photo- 


flood bulbs, cardboard re- 














flectors. At your Kodak 
dealer’s. Canadian Kodak 
Co., Limited, Toronto. 











FREE BOOKLET on Snapshots 
at Night. As your boy in the 
Service “thinks back,” how 
often he pictures you at home 
after dark. Make some snaps for 
him tonight. Booklet covers 
'Photoflood, Photoflash. 















Outdoors...Indoors... you can always count on 


BN Gaia, 
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r COURSE THEY'RE 
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RINGS BY 


Smartly styled 


TRAUB 


tops in quality. Their subtle grace and exquisite beauty 


will rightfully command the sincere Ohs and Ahs of admiring friends. 


You will find a lovely design exactly to your taste, with the 


assurance that it is really worthy and fine 


even though you may choose 


a style of moderate price. 


You will find 


Genuine 


“Orange Blossom” 


Rings at jewelers’ who insist on 


fine quality and true value. 


Write for a free illustrated folder. Ask your jeweler for your 


copy of 


‘Orange Blossoms,”’ 


Traub's lovely Brides’ Book. 


TRAUB MFG. CO. OF CANADA LTD., WALKERVILLE, ONT. 








ECZEMA 


eT LL 


For speedy relief from the tor- 
ture of Eczema, Salt Rheum, 
Pimples, Itching Toes and Feet, 
try Emerald Oil on our guaran- 
tee of results or money back. 


At All Druggists 


EMERALD OIL 


GREASELESS STAINLESS 
PROMOTES HEALING 


A Chatelaine Service Bulletin 


re on THE SUGAR! 


ir family delicious cake—and 
yvuntry at the sam time if } 
se sugar substitutes properl ! 
rvice Bulletin offers 
ical recipes, ll teste 
Chatelaine Institute 
ent o 


“SUGAR-SAVING CAKES 
AND FROSTINGS” 


can serve y¥e 


Chatelaine Service Bulletin No. 2205. 


15 cents a copy 


Mail your order today to CHATELAINE, 
481 University Ave., TORONTO 








and a general absence of pattern in the 


room, try brightening up the panels of 
your doors with prints pasted on, or 
careful cutouts from an interesting wall- 
paper. Surround a window with prints 
or cover a valance box—your hands and 
imagination will be an unbeatable com- 
bination against the bugbear of expense. 

Photographs of family and friends 
always look unhappy when hung hit-or- 
miss among other 
Because they are very personal and 
have no special decorative value, they 
seem to go best in a private retreat— 
around the dressing table in your 
bedroom, or near the desk in the study, 
oryoucould make a huge block of photo- 
graphs on that big bare wall in the 
playroom, 

Mats and frames can help solve many 
problems, _Fabric-covered mats are 
very good; and when a mat repeats a 
color from the general scheme it can 
help a picture. 

Simplicity is a good rule when it 
framing, unless you are 
deliberately going gay, or sophisticated 
or frankly Victorian. Utilize old dis- 
carded frames from the attic; paint 
them the bright turquoise or scarlet 
which the room needs, or you may prefer 
to Iet them sink back into the wall 
color. A frame is the 


types of pictures. 


comes to 


a 1 ’* 
go-between 
picture and wall; it should 
bring out the best in each 


between 
, and not hang 
there full of importance itself 
often the case with the indiscriminate 
use of heavy gilt frames. If you’re tired 
of gilt frames, try painting them a solid 
color and antiquing; or lightly rub in 


as IS SO 


color, leaving a bit of gilt showing 
through. You'll like the “contempor- 


ary” effect. # 


Our Cover Girl 


She’s the sort of little girl all of us 
would like to have a date with, this 
Christmas. A nine-year-old with a 
tip-tilted nose and a pair of rebel- 
lious short pigtails; a youngster with 
a healthy interest in dolls and books, 
an ability to sing her way through 
any book of carols without faltering, 
and with a confidence in the old, 
beautiful message of Christmas that 


should inspire the rest of us 








ae 
Si s TR L 
CAN ENJOY 1 honey re- 
C 
Uses dried fot the SUE Made 
yg most of the § { liciously 
plaexl easily --- C© 
ickly -°* : ay- 
quic 7 : ster we 
Mixma rpose 
ee the ents 444° sifted all- salt, 14 “4 
oman tsp. soda, i % — ground 
flour, ood ginger \ aes. 1 ¢ dried 
tsp. #t° ic dried pru “dried hES- 
cinnamon, Ye C. rassiass : a putter Of 
apricots. i” 1 c. nuts, “4 : ar a 
\% c. citron. 4% c. browd — 
shortenin* eges. | ak. The "shove 
ea. * rm 
Pour milk Of OY Or a Sil. cake 






SAVE uth this 
VICTORY RECIPE 







AUTOMATIC 


MIXMASTER | 


THE BEST FOOD MIXER MADE 


first hve 
cept citron, 


Oo . $, e% 
° meri ats. Wash fruit Cot iruit and 
ingrecte ater. Drain. Sur in 4 cup © 
in hot mall pieces tt nq butter at 
nuts into Sh ure. Crear Add susat 
the flout S08 Mixmaster. st No. 8 
. I : at 2 
No. t _ Add eR es Oguce speed 2 
A y* - » e y 
gra ud : honey : ternate 
speed, beat hour mixture = bow! 
No. 1. 3 aK scraping sition until 
with sour tr after each > frwit mixture 
. 4 floures 
e 


JUICES ee 





Wer production has replaced Mixmaster 


manvfacture for the duration. However, 
your dealer may have one that was made 
some time ago. Why not ask him? 

i he hasn't, we suggest that you buy .War 
Savings Certificates mow for your Mix- 
master and other Sunbeam appliances /a/er. 


FLEXIBLE SHAFT COMPANY LIMITED 
Factory and Office 321 Weston Rd. $., Toronto, Ont. 


Sunbeam TOASTER, 1RONMASTER, 


COFFEEMASTER, SHAVEMASTER, etc. 
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POINTERS 


Zor Warmth with Economy 


does not fit tightly, 


IF STORM sash 


tack a strip of felt around the edg« 
which fits into the window frame. 
If condensation appe: ars on the inside 


of storm sash, open the ventilator to 
permit circulation of a small quantity 
of air between the storm sash 


window. 





good rule So you 


+ } j 
to bed is a 


Early 
turn your heat down or bank you 
Bundle in id book 


for company. 


can 


fire early. with a ge 


In rooms where light is unimportant, 
board can 
| 


over the wt idow. 


solid panels of insulating 


be nailed directly 
If preferred, use the tke ey aw ith 
ina removy a When well fitted, 


these prov! d e go od b aes kout protection, 


Installing automatic draft control 


smoke pipe usually re- 


in the furnace 
sults ina reduction of the heat loss up 
the fluc 

4 small opening to the outside an 
should be provided in the furnace 


room to sup fy ve ntilation for the fire. 


The furnace room must be 


insulated. 

rmostat Is in tip-top 
it is k 
iches above the floor In a 


cted to draft 


ot 
Be sure your the 


working order and that cated 


18 ir 


whe re itis notsubie 


plac € 


lower 


house, 


When ventilating the 


the thermostat setting about live degrees 
to avoid straining the heating system In 
an attempt to heat the outdoors 
Controls which operate automat 
' ' 
firing equipments! ould only be adjusted 


by competent service men. 


During the day, coniine he ng 
' 

used. At night 

| 


aqaes 


tually 


etforts to rooms ac 


rve heat by draw vindow sh 


conse¢ 


de-curta 


and SI 





and the 
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OUTOOORS 


Load with Kodak Verichrome 
Film and you're set for winter 
snaps every bit as good as your 
summer shots. Verichrome 
has extra “range.” Takes full 
advantage of available light. 
Puts sparkleand life in snap- 
shots made in wintry sun- 
shine. “Gets the picture” 
even without bright sun. 


Keep the fireplace damper closed when 
no fire is on, If there is no damper, or if 
the damper has warped, block the flue 
opening with a tight fitting piece of 
asbestos-cement board. Remember to 
if before starting your 
grate fire. 


remove next 


To prevent heat Joss through open 
windows, you may turn off a steam 
radiator. With a hot water radiator it 
is necessary to provide protection 
An old rug makes a 


fine covering. 


against freezing. 


If you convert your heating plant 
from oil to coal, have the thermostat 
that it will work the draft 
dampers on the boiler or furnace. 


fixed so 


Keep the thermostat set no higher 
than 70 degrees during the day. At 
night it may be reduced to 65 or even 


60 degrees. 


“= YOUR CHRISTMAS 
you bank the fie at night Cee 5 OS 
MEANS SO MUCH 


Do not wet coal before burning it. 





V hen you 


don’t 


furnace sections clean. 


Keep your 


This can be done even during the 
heating season, by proper use of a flue 
brush. 








to the 








preterence 


* the fireplace In 





main heating plant during mild weather. 





WNDOORS 
at Night 


Super-fast Kodak Super-XX 
Film makes you as good a 
picture maker indoors as omaRE 
out. Use inexpensive Photo- 
flood bulbs, cardboard re- 
flectors. At your Kodak 
dealer’s. Canadian Kodak 
Co., Limited, Toronto. 


Turn off the radiator in your garage. | 
With steam, merely turn off the 
to the radiator. With 
disconnect the 


valve 






hot water, it is 
radiator 
within | 


necessary to 


and plug the pipe branches 





some heated space to avoid freezing. 






is properly 


le aks 


See that your furnace 


Check 







insulated. against air 





at base and sections. 







Keep doors and hatches to attic spaces 
t t 






and other unused portions of the 






» house | 










tightly closed. Shut kitchen and | 
bathroom vents when not in use. Res SOCKLET on Snapshots 
at Night. As your boy in the 
Service “thinks back,” how 






fuel to heat hot 
domestic purposes. Never 
than the 140 deg 


It takes 
water for 
heat it hotter 


precious 





often he pictures you at home 
after dark. Make some snaps for 
him tonight. Booklet covers 










rrees 
ys Photoflood, Photoflash. 
necessary—preferably 125. 
If your hot water storage tank is bare, 
have it insulated at once. | 





Outdoors... Indoors... you can always count on 


aaa 






water faucets should be 






Leaky hot 


repaired, 
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RINGS BY 


Smartly styled 


TRAUB 


tops in quality. Their subtle grace and exquisite beauty 


will rightfully command the sincere Ohs and Ahs of admiring friends. 


You will find a lovely design exactly to your taste, with the 


assurance that it is really worthy and fine 


even though you may choose 


a style of moderate price. 


You will find Genuine ‘Orange Blossom’ Rings at jewelers’ who insist on 


fine quality and true value. 


Write for a free illustrated folder. Ask your jeweler for your 


copy of ‘Orange Blossoms,”’ 


Traub's lovely Brides’ Book. 


TRAUB MFG. CO. OF CANADA LTD., WALKERVILLE, ONT. 








ECZEMA 


ITCHING 


For speedy relief from the tor- 
ture of Eczema, Salt Rheum, 
Pimples, Itching Toes and Feet, 
try Emerald Oil on our guaran- 
tee of results or money back. 


At All Druggists 


SE 


GREASELESS STAINLESS 
PROMOTES HEALING 





A Chatelaine Service Bulletin 


EASY ON THE SUGAR! 


You can serve your family delicious cake—and 
rve your country at the sat time if 
learn to use sugar substitutes properly. Chat 

offer 12 pas 
ll tested and at 


Institut 


“SUGAR-SAVING CAKES 
AND FROSTINGS” 
Chatelaine Service Bulletin No. 2205. 
15 cents a copy 





1ine s new 
ractical, econ 
by 





Mail your order today to CHATELAINE, 
481 University Ave., TORONTO 








your doors with prints pasted on, or 
careful cutouts from an interesting wall- 
paper. Surround a window with prints 
or cover a valance box—your hands and 
imagination will be an unbeatable com- 
bination against the bugbear of expense. 

Photographs of family and friends 
always look unhappy when hung hit-or- 
miss among other types of pictures. 
Because they are very personal and 
have no special decorative value, they 
seem to go best in a private retreat 
around the dressing table in your 
bedroom, or near the desk in the study, 
oryoucould make a huge block of photo- 
graphs on that big bare wall in the 
playroom, 

Mats and frames can help solve many 
problems. 


Fabric-covered mats are 


very good; and when a mat repeats a 
color from the general scheme it can 
help a picture. 

Simplicity is a good rule when it 


comes to framing, unless you are 
deliberately going gay, or sophisticated 
or frankly Victorian. Utilize old dis- 
carded frames from the attic; paint 





them the bright turquoise or scarlet 
which the room needs, or you may prefer 
to let them sink back into the wall 
color. A frame is the “go-between” 
between picture and wall; it should 
bring out the best in each, and not hang 
there full of importance itself—as is so 
often the case with the indiscriminate 
use of heavy gilt frames. If you're tired 
of gilt frames, try painting them a solid 
color and antiquing; or lightly rub in 
color, leaving a bit of gilt showing 
| 


through. You'll like the “contempor- 


ary” effect. # 





Our Cover Girl 


She’s the sort of little girl all of us 
would like to have a date with, this 
Christmas. A nine-year-old with a 
tip-tilted nose and a pair of rebel- 
lious short pigtails; a youngster with 
a healthy interest in dolls and books, 
an ability to sing her way through 
any book of carols without faltering, 
and with a confidence in the old, 
beautiful message of Christmas that 


should inspire the rest of us. 


and a general absence of pattern in the 
room, try brightening up the panels of 
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Wer production has replaced Mixmaster 
manvfacture for the duration. However, 
your dealer may have one that was made 
some time ago. Why not ask him? 

if he hasn't, we suggest that you buy .War 
Savings Certificates mow for your Mix- 
master and other Sunbeam appliances /a/er. 


FLEXIBLE SHAFT COMPANY LIMITED 
Factory and Office 321 Weston Rd. $., Torente, Ont. 


Sunbeam TOASTER, IRONMASTER, 


COFFEEMASTER, SHAVEMASTER, etc. 
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DON’T LET TIME-WASTING 


COUGHS = 
COLDS 


Sabotage Your 
War Effort 








New improved formula 
gives almost instant relief 





When you're “all in” from a cough, cold 
or grippe, you can’t go “all out’ on your 
job. Crack down on these fifth-columnist 
time-wasters with Buckley's Mixture and 
keep fit to do your bit. Buckley’s Mixture 
Canada’s largest selling cough and cold 
remedy, doesn’t fool. From the first sip 
you can feel its fast-acting medication 
——— your stuffed-up head, softening 
the racking cough, soothing the rasp in 
your throat. The new improved formula 
is all medication—no syrup—acts faster 
—goes farther—but still the price is only 
40c and 75c. Geta Bottle TODAY, 





BRUSH AWAY 





ee ele) 
RAs Ee lta. 


@ Now, at home, you can quickly 
streaks of gray to natural-app I 
blonde 








kest b 
does it—or your mo! back. I i for y 
sands of women (men, tox i vnatone ‘is 
harmlessS No skin test needed, active color 
purely vegetable. Cannot affect waving of hair. Lasting 
does not wash out. Just brush or comb it One applica- 
tion imparts desired « ir. Simol et h as new g 
appears. Easy to pr tinting a test lock of your } 
Oc at drug or tollet cou 3 I nev-back gu ntet 
Retain ir youthful charm. Get BROWNATONE toda 


BRONCHITIS DEFENSE 


BEGINS AT HOME WITH 


| Vr EscneN 


@ Let Vapo-Cresolene bring quick soothing 
relief and make restful sléep possible. Its pen- 
etrating vapors act directly, making breathing 
easier. Dependable—effective—successful for 
over 60 years. Relieves paroxysms 
of whooping cough and spasmodic 
croup and coughs due to bron- 
chial irritations and colds. Two 
styles, electric and lamp type 
vaporizers. Directions en- 
closed. At drug stores 
everywhere, 


For Free Descriptive Booklet, Write to: 
PP LSUR OURS, RUC 


Lovelier, Fairer Skin 


by using 


Mercolized Wax Cream 


~. M Wax 
‘ 


SAXOLITE ASTRINGENT 


PHELACTINE DEPILATORY : 


N 


Get Quick Relief 


with soothing, 
cooling Mentho- 
latum. Also for 
chapping, cuts, 
bruises and burns. 
At all druggists, 
1 Jars and tubes, 30c. 


eet 











Gives COMFORT Daily 





| Or it may be made up of a little of a lot 


| cosmetics of alt kinds. They’ll both love 
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make i drink for themselves, nuts 
cashews, peanuts o1 whatever variety 
you can get, 

In the nonedible line: cigarettes, chew- 
ing gum, toothpaste, soap, small handy 
brushes, deck of cards, pen, pencil and 
notepaper (stamp the env lopes to speed 
up replies to your letters), small sewing 
kit with needles, thread, buttons and 
thimble, miniature flashlight, mouth 
organ and other small music makers, 
knitted wearables and reading materials. 
Don’t send matches, cigarette lighter 
fluid or anything which might cause a 
fire. The boys will like tobacco, razor 
blades, shaving cream; the girls 


a cheery message, a joke, a snapshot of 


somebody or something round the 


house. 
Hints for packing 
Your gift may be a Jot of one thing 


such as a box of apples or winter pears. 


of things but not more than two pounds 
of any one food. In this case wrap each 
separately and attractively and fit them 





“Now where did | put 
those Sweet Caps?” 


snugly into a strong but lightweight 
container. Don’t put:soap in the same 
package with food unless it’s packed 
securely in a small tin; save small tins 
with tops for the purpose. 

Use plenty of packing material and 
good stout string, seal or tie the box 
securely and address correctly, clearly 
Print the name, rank and 


number, the 


and fully. 


regimental name and 


SWEET CAPORAL CIGARETTES 


The purest form in which tobacco can be smoked " 


details of the unit as well as the name of 


the camp and the place. 


Where are you sending? 


lf your Christmas box Is going to any 


camp in Canada, you are allowed up to 


eross weight and the post- 


25 pounds y yt Get 
age will cost you regular parcel post "eB ABYKINS” 





rates. To Canadian soldiers on duty out- 
side of Canada—Alaska, Newfoundland, 
Iceland and the West Indies, for instance for Christmas NO COST 
° ° ° eee ! 
eleven pounds is the limit and the TO YOU! 
postage rate twelve cents per pound. kinned, dimpled “‘Babykins” that’s as cute as 
i 1 will just love having one to dress and to 
ia pr ically unbreakable, 17 inches tall. } 
° i eyes that close and movable head, arms and legs. Comes t 
A few suggestions t : you wrapped in cellophane 
You ean have this lovely doll without any cost to you. Send 
Consider the distance your box has ree one year subs r pttons to ¢ hatelaine a Deter 
» a \ ill ser sabykir oO a 1ome, postpak 
Kf. ¥pmtie \ the cli te to whi 3 You n incluce e new or renewal subseription from your 
ay | = cll vk teas cals lima ae hic h h The other two subscriptions cannot be paid for 
S ing or the climate through which by any one in your own home or immediate family—They 
: : must be sold to others. 
it may have tO pass. Tust list the 1 es and address on a plain sheet of paper 
I ° Y ? 4 } t r rint your I 
Roast chicken (with stuffin’), cran- ‘ " ze . z i the t L. 1 clearly 3 a y iF 
f Fe : R € la ress. Send with your ref tance 3.0 to: 


; , oes : 
berry sauce (make it thick and pack in a 


screw top jar), gherkins, fancy bread “BABYKINS” — CHATELAINE MAGAZINE 
homen di or canned, cookies, choco- 481 University Avenue, Toronto, Ont. 
syrup (ortin f cocoa and evaporated 


Soda biscuits or other 


lain variety. | é- 


sone ore as: ALMONDIZED y 
saTin-NIT 


r, sandwich spread, pickle S, 


or jelly. Small fruit cake. Cigar- 







Tomato juice or small tin of lemon 
juice, canned chicken or meat, soda 
ISC 1its, pic kles, two - crust pielets, 
cashews. | 

Stuffed sparerib rolls (individual), | 
vegetable or fruit juice, homemade rolls 

if your box hasn’t too far to travel 


(wrap them well to keep fresh double- 


LINGERIE 


Exquisitely tailored panties, shorties, vests, nighties 


okies and nuts, | 


Package of fancy biscuits, candy, 





chewing gum, deck of cards, pen or 
pet cil and notepaper Pes es and pyjamas! Magically, the delicate ALMONDIZED 
Homemade jam (any flavor), soda ; ty Praceas weutralizes Whe odour of serena 
i t two-crust | raisin, apple 7 
nan aes. x : ey ee . | a Se ingeniously Satin-Nit gives timeless runproof wear! 
cherry (cI nkle waxed paper over the 
1 4 1 
top, then put on another tin and seal | 
| ne 
the edges with adhesive tape small . 
CCCOTT ~ bh 
sewing kit, cigarettes. # | SUPERIOR SILK MILLS LIMITED, PRESCOTT, ONTARIO 
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See why PYREX WARE 


is a better gift for you 
this Christmas! 











Le 








J. GUARDS YOUR FAMILY’s ' 
HEALTH! Food looks better and : 
tastes better in gleaming Pyrex ; 
Ware. Use this utility dish for 5 
small roasts, chops; hot breads, f 
rolls and biscuits; desserts; serving é 
salads. Comes in two handy sizes F 
«+. you'll want them both. ; 
2. SAVES TIME AND WORK! Save : 
dishwashing .. . cook, serve, and ' 
keep in the same dish. Here's the : 
latest: The new deep Pyrex “Flavor i 
Saver” Pie Plate with handles. : 
Fluted edge that keeps the juice ox a Pra e ¥ 
and flavor inside the pie. 4 
,. ~ 5 
é 
by Helen G. Campbell i 
& 
NEXT T Oa fat newsy letter, a C! ristmas hermits, rocks, double -deckers or any i 
box from home is the biggest thrill to the good packer that your sugar ration é 
boys and girls in blue or khaki. allows fancy biscuits and plain : 
— ¢ i ie a % 
Things they like to get: sodas or other varieties—with cheese 2 
Roast chickens with dressing and two-crust piclets with minced, : 
trimmings—that’s tops . sparerib — raisin, cranberry and apple or any other ; 
3. SAVES ON LEFTOVERS! Put rolls, stuffed and tied in individual favorite filling which carries well k 
Seen ae a Sous Vases servings (if your box is going a reason- small jar of homemade jam—peach, : 
—— six ee ably short distance) . . canned pork pear, strawberry, grape o1 othe r popular 
ups makes a, gr t. e F . os a 
aeons is an csi ote otek. Makes roll and other varieties . Summer! tlavor peanut butter chocolate 
a complete 8-Piece Matched Set. sausage and dills to eat with it . bars, maple sugar, small box of choco- 
4. SAVES FUEL! Pyrex Ware bakes fruit cake, fruit loaves or fancy bread in lates and other packaged— not squashy i 
aa com he ° ae ee tins . . . big homemade cookies variety . . cocoa or chocolate—to § 
it for nut bread, meat loaf, baked i 
beans, scalloped dishes . . . and t 
save fuel every time. Easy to clean, 
never stains or discolors. 
WHAT 
5. HELPS THE HOME HOSTESS! A > ‘ 
F goes right from the stove to 4 ‘ { 
the table and looks lovely! The : 
new Pyrex Mixing Bowls help out 
for mixing, baking, serving and 9 
storing. They nest to save space. \ ) 
Three handy sizes, 32 oz., 48 oz., p f 
80 oz. ; 
' 
6. A GIFT FOR EVERY WOMAN ON 
YOUR LIST! Watch her eyes sparkle 
when you give her this useful set ' 


of four Red- Marked Pyrex Measur- 
ing Cups! She'll want the whole 
set ... 8-oz., 16-0z., and 32-oz. 
sizes Liquid Measure, and 8-oz. 
Dry Measure. 


Pte. Gay Sutton, driver in the Canadian Women’s Army Corps, i 
former Quebec City hairdresser. 
A one-way ticket to England (and that goes for thousands 
of us in the C. W. A. C.)—and then I could spend Christmas 
with my brother who's in the Black Watch 
I'd like some pretty undies and cosmetics (fixing army cars 
makes a girl appreciate soap and creams and things) and 
stockings — the nice khaki lisle ones that are issued to us. 
We can’t get new ones until we've worn the old ones out, 
so a few extras would help. The Army sets an example to 
civilians in really wearing things out! 
I'd like some warm ‘“‘snuggies” 


Sole Canadian distributors 


JOHN A. HUSTON 
COMPANY LIMITED 








TORONTO ; it's cold driving long 
t : distances in all kinds of weather. And an extra shirt (just like 
3 ie the men’s) and some hankies (you can get brown ones that 
. match our ties). 

And here’s something I'd like for a lot of our girls: An invi- 
QVENWARE tation to a Canadian family Christmas dinner when you’re a 

PYR : AK long way from home. I’m lucky enough to have one! 
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honored of all days 
eymbols as well ‘peloved: the soun 
bells and the toy © histles and the oh-ing 
and ah-ing 4S bulging <tockings are turnes 
out, the smell of pine youghs and of dinne! 
cooking ‘n the oven with sweets and spices 
and savories blend led into that spec! al ae 
fragrance which belongs only to Christmas, “ 
the taste of tré yditioné al dishes as ge | follov es 
each other in the feast and are all the mor 
appened because of their familiar old- 
ishioned flavor and because they are eaten 0 it 
‘a the company of as many relatives and ho 
friends as e can gé ather round us: ae ee ee hen 
The Christmas star 1S still shining, and an 
Christmas @ it always “* ys and always will y 
be Is the day of days in Cant adian homes- . 
it will be simpler this yeat but it will los¢ a 
nothing of that friendliness and umth 
which mé akes us look for ard to it for wet ks 
on end and remembe r it long afterward 
Every family will celebrate e it alter thei 
own fash jon according eto the ir oW npe al Lic ul il 
traditions. There Il be ¢ at mases On the 
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Pens bearing 
the Parker 
Blue Diamond 
are gvaran- 


teed for life. 


TELEVISION 
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HOLIDAY GOODNESS 
-». GOSTS LITTLE! 
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KNOX GELATINE 


Is Pure Gelatine...No Sugar 


DON’T BE MISLED 
BY VITAMIN B CLAIMS 


You cannot expect results from taking 
food products fortified insufficiently with 
Vitamin B Complex or containing too 
small a quantity of the Vitamin. Even raw, 
bulk ieenancih (containing a large 
percentage of bran) is not desirable for 
the purpose. 

Ogilvie “Tonik” isthe only Wheat-Germ 
on the market providing in easily eaten 
amounts the proper normal intake of 
Vitamin B Complex, properly prepared 
to remove unessential elements, and 
processed to last indefinitely, without 
spoiling. 

Help your family’s health by getting a 
package of *“Tonik” today — 12 oz. and 
26 oz. sizes at drug and grocery stores. 


TONIK 


OTs Ved 








a , et 5 


IFIT’S “OGILVIE” — GOOD! 





The Career Girl's 
Christmas 


THERE ISN’T much room in the 
business girl’s kitchen, nor is there a lot 
of free time in her life, but if she’s stay- 
ing In town and wants to give a Christ- 
mas dinner, she can manage a bang-up 
one. I know one such busy clever person 
who can’t get home for the holiday so 
has invited three girls from the Services 
to spend the day with her. 
This is her menu: 

Tomato Cocktail with Chopped Parsley 
Roast Chicken with Bread Dressing 
Cranberry Sauce 
Creamed Celery Baked Potatoes 
Green Salad 
Ice Cream with Fresh Frozen 
Strawberries 

Wisely this young hostess has taken 
into account the size of her oven and her 
gate-legged table and has chosen dishes 





vhich can be all prepared or started on 
their way in advance. Tomato juice, for 
instance, can be seasoned and stored ina 
The chicken can 
bestuffed the night before, the cranberry 


covered jar to chill. 


sauce and French dressing made, celc ry 
and salad ingredients washed and put to 
crisp. Potatoes can have their faces 
scrubbed and the ice cream can be made 
or packed in the freezing tray. Even 
the cream sauce can be cooked ahead if 
it’s kept tightly covered and cool. 

In the morning, allow about two hours 
for a five-pound chicken to cook—350 
deg. Fahr. About an hour before it’s 
done make room for the potatoes and 
take the strawberries out of the refriger- 
itor to thaw gradually. Give the celery 
hiiteen minutes or so to cook, and allow 


vourself ten last minutes to cut up the 


greens and anoint them with dressing. 


Christmas 
on the Farm 


IT ALWAYS seems to me that Christ- 
mas on the farm is the best Christmas 
of all. 


dazzling, the evergreens so fragrant or 


Nowhere else is the snow so 
the turkey so lordly to look at and so 
sweet to the taste. How could any 
tree be so tall and dark and handsome as 
the one you cut from your own wood 
lot? Or any fowl so plump and succulent 
as the one you's e fed and fattened for 
the great occ asion? 

There’s a pl isant rustle and bustle 
in the farm home long before the 
twenty-fifth, with supplies to be laid in, 


| 


mincemeat to be mixed and ripened, 


pies baked, the house made ready and 





| 
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Does It 
Matter What 
You Eat? 


ESSIR! To stay on the job 

and do a good day’s work, 
Canada's vast army of workers 
— men and women — must be 
well fed. A skimpy breakfast, 
a lunchbox that doesn’t have 
what it takes, a poorly planned 


dinner, plays right into Hitler's 
hands. 


Nutrition is a national problem 
which you can help to solve in 
your own kitchen. Here’s an 
important guide-book for you, 
and for every worker's house- 
hold across this country: 


Mail your 


CHATELAINE 


Toronto 


order today to 


481 University Ave., 


Chatelaine, December, 1942 — 55 





New Service Bulletin, 


No. 2207. 


Wishes Must Eat 


@ Sixteen pages of practical in- 
formation on food for fitness. 


Chatelaine’s 


®@ Eighty lunchbox menus — for 
every season of the year. 

@ Planning the Three Squares. 

@ Canada’s Official Food Rules. 


15 cents per individual copy. 
10 cents each for orders of five 
or more. 
cents each for orders of 
100 or more. 


cents each for orders of 
1,000 or more. 
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A Formula 









fots, Sugars, Acces- 
i ¥6 or less of your 








Vitally important to Canada today are good health, alertness 
and vigour. Ensure the fitness of your family by providing 
them with a balanced diet of nutritional foods. Plan your food 
purchasing wisely by spending one fifth of every dollar on each 
of the following kinds of food: (1) milk and cheese, (2) fruits 
and vegetables, (3) meat, eggs and fish, (4) bread and cereals, 
(5) fats, sugars and accessories. 





And remember—keep your food wisely and cook your food 
wisely. Fresh foods need adequate refrigeration to preserve 
their vitamin values and prevent spoilage. Appetizing cooking, 
designed to conserve the minerals and vitamins which foods 
contain, is a vital factor in healthful eating. 
Realize the importance of your G-E Refrigerator 
and G-E Hotpoint Range. Now, more than ever 
is it essential to take care of these appliances. 





Ask your nearest C.G.E. dealer for your copy of the new 
booklet “How to Get the Most Out of the Food you Buy”. 


victory fe 


pears . choc ola year? 


MADE IN CANADA 


LIMITED 





CANADIAN GENERAL ELECTRIC PRESENTS 


for National Fitness 





CANADIAN GENERAL ELECTRIC CO. | 
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Christmas Cop- Offs 


By Helen G. Campbell 


THERE WON’T be as many plum 
puddings blazing on our tables this year, 
but we can still dine well—and stay 
awake longer—with topper-offers scaled 
to the simpler Christmas which we're 
all planning. 

For the same nice dark brown taste in 
your mouth you might try a carrot 
pudding or this steamed cranberry onc 

sugarless but spicy and delicious. Or 
hake yourself a pie with honey pumpkin, 
mincemeat, cherry or cranberry and 
raisins between two flaky crusts. Or 
make a rolypoly and pour a rich brown 
sauce over it. 

Wouldn’t a shortcake be grand—filled 
and topped with fresh-frozen straw- 
berries or a raw cranberry and apple 
mixture? 
luscious enough even for this occasion. 
And so is a platter of baked or coddled 


Ice cream, if you ask me, is 


apples, stuffed with mincemeat or serve 
warm with a spoonful of ice cream slowly 
melting over It. Cheese and crackers 
another good climax to the dinner. 
Steamed Cranberry Pudding 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
2 Cupfuls of cranberries 
1144 Cupfuls of flour 
14 Teaspoonful of salt 
14 ‘Teaspoontul of cinnamon 
14 ‘Teaspoontul of cloves 


14 leaspoonful of mace 


leaspoontuls of soda 
1, ¢ upful of hot water 
Vy Cupful of molasses 
Halve the cranberries and add to the 
flour which has been sifted, measured 
and sifted avain with the other dry 
ingredients. Combine the hot water and 
molasses and add to the first mixture 
mixing until well blended. Pour the 
batter into a well-vreased mold, then 
cover and steam for two and one-hall 
hours. Unmold and serve with tothee 
sauce, SIX SerTvilys. 
‘Toffee Sauce 
{ Chatelaine [natitute approved recipe) 
| Cuptul of corn syrup 
1 Cuptul of cereal cream or rich 
milk 
1'5 to 2 Tablespoontfuls of butte: 
by ‘leaspoontul of true vanilla 
Combine the corn syrup, cream and 
Lutter and heat in the top ol a double 


boiler until well blended, Add the 


’ , = 
vanilla an serve warm. Makes two 


cupfuls of sauce. 
Honey Pumpkin Pies 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
2 Eggs 
1 Cupful of milk 
15 Cupful of cream 
114 Cupfuls of pumpkin 
6 Cuptul of honey 
2 ‘| cas oonful of salt 
1 Teaspoonful of cinnamon 
14 Teaspoonful of ginger 
Beat the eggs slightly and add the 
remaining ingredients, mixing thor- 
oughly. Pour into unbaked individual 
bran pastry pie shells and bake in a hot 
oven 150 deg. Fahr.—for about fifteen 
minutes. Reduce the heat to 350 deg. 
Fahr. and continue baking for forty-five 
minutes or until a knife inserted comes 
out clean. Makes eight individual pies. 
Ready-Cooked Bran Pastry 


4 Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


1¢ Cupful of ready-cooked bran 
144 Cupfuls of flour 


1 1 
I” l easpoonful of sait 


ly ¢ upful of shortening 
+ ‘Tablespoonfuls of cold water, 
approximately 4 
Ri IT the eady-cooked ran until fine el 
ind « npine tt ! Hout! 4 i il 
Cut ne she Add ‘ ite 
a li lea i ¢ | i the ae nis! 
enough to hold togethe Roll out na 
lightly floured board to about one 
eighth inch thick ess, then place in the 
istry I ind II th the honey 
IMpPKIN mixture, 
Cranberry Shortcake 
1 Chatelaine Institute ap; ed re 
» Cupfuls of fresh cranberries 
2 Cupftuls of tart apple, chopped 
» 4 uptul of uyal | 


Ly Cuptul of corn syrup 
ty leaspoontul of salt 
S Hot baking powder biscuit 


| ( uptul ol (ical, whipped 


Wash and chop the cranberries and 


| 
Wik With thre chopped apple, ivar, Corl 
yrup and salt. Let this mixture stand 
lor two to three hour é VMlake the bi 
cuits and when hoot split ind putter 
lightly. Serve the cranberry mixture ' 


between and on top of the biscuits and 


varnish with whipped cream topping. 


kight servings, 4 


\ 





MEALS OF THE MONTH © 


Boiled Lamb Tongues 12 
Mustard Sauce 
Parsley Potatoes 
Buttered Squash 
Baked Custard Cherry Sauce 
Cottee [ 


2 Roast Rolled Shoulder of Veal | *” 
Baked Potatoes 
Buttered Carrots 

Butterscotcl e 

Coffe re 


3 Chicken Broth 
Cold Roast Veal 
Hashed Brown Potatoes 
Canned Corn 





Squash 
Cup Cakes Cranberry Sauce Cottage Pudding 
Creamy Rice | Coffee Tea Cranberry Sauce 
Coffee Tea | Coffee Tea 
lis nt 
Scalloped Haddock | Pot Roast 25 Onion Consommé 
Jaked Potatoes | Boiled Potatoes Koast Turkey Sausage Stuffing 
Boiled Shredded Cabbage | Savory Cabbage Red Cinnamon Pears 
Cranberry Shortcake | Deep Apple Pie Cheese | Potatoes Brussels Sprouts 
Cotlee Tea | Coffee Tea Steamed Cranberry Pudding 
| | Cotlee Tea 
~ te a “ 


| 16 
Shoulder Lamb Chops 
Parsley Potatoes 
Green Beans 
Orange Cornstarch Pudding 
Coilee 


lea j Coffee 


Chilled Blancmange 


Coffee 


Creamed Potatoes 


Dressed Spareribs 

Browned Potatoes 
Buttered Beets 

Baked Chocolate Custard 





December Dinners 


22 Beef Stew 
Fried Bologna j Boiled Potatoes 
Baked Sweet Potatoes Spinach 
Scalloped Tomatoes Honeyed Baked Apple 
Diced Fruit Cup Whipped Cream 
Tea Coffee Tea 
| 
Chicken Pie | 23 %; 


Cranberry Sauce 
Baked Squash 
Brussels Sprouts 


Stuffed Heart 
Baked Mashed Potatoes 
Baked Carrots 
Chocolate Rice Pudding 


Cotllee 


Maple Syrup Tea 
Tea 


Broth 


Hamburger Balls Onions 


Carrots Baked Potatoes 


i ——_—_—_$ 

26 Steamed Haddock Loaf 

| Mock Hollandaise Sauce 

Buttered Noodles Peas 
Prunes with I] emon 


lea Coffees Tea Oatmeal Cookies 
Cotlee Tea 
pe TS 17 cy Na, 9 eee 
6 Tomato Bouillon | Bi; ; ro , oe tas 
: : iver and Bacon | ade. > sila tie 
Rolled Roast of Beef Breaded Pork Tenderloi 


Browned Potatoes 
Creamed Onions 
Pumpkin Pie 








Creamed Potato 


Cherry Upside-down Cake 


Potato Cakes 


String Beans Glazed Parsnips 





Col T Pumpkin Pie 
" . oltee ea . 2 Te 
Coffee Tea aun sa 
7 18 Cream of Tomato Soup > | 28 . 
Cold Roast Beef Vegetable Plate Pot Roast of Beef 
Scalloped Potatoes Baked Potatoes Boiled Potatoes 
Glazed Parsnips Cauliflower with Cheese Creamed Onions 
Johnny Ceke Maple Syrup Sauce | Apple au Gratin 
Coffee Tea Scalloped Tomatoes Peas Coffee Tea 
Cotfee Hot Mince Pic Tea | 
_ ASE 19 | a neat ane 
8 Asparagus Soup Oven-cooked Round Steak | 29 Vegetable Soup 
Grilled Sausages Mashed Potatoes Turnips Cold Sliced Pot Roast 
Creamed Potatoes Cereal Mold with Cherry Pan-fried Potatoes 
Canned Spinach Sauce Mashed Turnip 
Almond Blancmange Coffee Tea % Cranberry Rolypoly 
Cottec Tea Coffee Tea 
20 Roast Duck 30 
9 Irish Stew Apple Sauce | 
Dumplings Baked Potatoes Beef and Kidney Stew 
Buttered Beets Creamed Celery Potatoes Harvard Beets 
Creamed Celery Ice Cream with Maple Syrup | Hot Mince Tarts 
Ice Cream otlee Sauce Cookies Coffee Tea 
Cotte Tea Collec Tea | 
ae eens aie et ee PeaSoup —~«&| : Z 
1 oc =. *6 >! 
10 ‘ moe: Ded Boiled Tongue Cream of Tomato Soup 
Ma hed P oes Savory Rice j Crown Roast of Wieners 
asi Otatoes Buttered Cabbage Baked Potat« Broccoli 
Steamed Fruit Pudding 7 ; e so a oat 


Corn Syrup Sauce 


Collec Tea Cottee 
11 Finnan Haddie with Lemon 
gutter 
Brown Potato Cakes Peas 
Baked Apple 
Whipped Cream 


Cotec 


Lemon Raisin Bread 
Pudding 


Coddled Apples 
Whipped Cream 
Cottec 


rea | Tea 


a “Ory Ohis New Dessert 


Cranberry Rolypoly 


(A Chatelaine 
2 Cupfuls of flour 
3 Teaspoonfuls of baking 
powder 


14 Teaspoonful of salt 


Sift and measure the flour and si 


Inatitute 


+ 


i 


approved recipe) 


4 Tablespoonfuls of shortening 
24 Cupful of milk, approx. 
1 14 Cupfuls of chopped raw 
cranberries 


' 1 . . 
t again with the other dry ingredients, 


Cut the shortening into the flour and add the milk, stirring until the mixture 
forms a soft dough. Turn out on a floured board and roll to one quarter inch 
thickness. Sprinkle the cranberries over the dough, and roll up like a jelly 


roll. Place “‘seam” side down in a greased pan. Place in a steamer and steam 
for twenty-five to thirty minutes. Serve with toffee sauce (see page 54 for 


recipe). Six to eight servings. 


24Browned Hamburger and 
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267 % 


MORE in Food-Energy ® 150% MORE in precious 
Vitamin B 
aiaholes, to help build Bones and Teeth. 


Ov 
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They’re starting fo 
call my boy ‘SKINNAY’! 


IS QUAKER OATS 4”? 
A GOOD FOOD FOR HIM @ 


V sc Ss 1 WwW is S ) what scientists 
We belie res >, sincerely. Or rans rer is bas ed on W . 
t iS ) V 1 bc V ¢ f yours t TOW and fill out, here 
] p ‘ vy O y ) Oo g ) 
ell us. It yc u vant that 
ire thre mporta it things he must hav 
energy, pi oteins and the p! ecious B \ itamins. Rolled oats actually 
AC y who -of ain cerea Ss in ) 7 ul in proteins - 
j 2 , _OT ~ 27 ] be | b ] | zg . ! 
i i TC hese an ot ner e £ 
ich”’ min Bi . Its W ealth of t 7 d } adv anta - 
. 
« ; W a his fine fi ous foo ’ t y 
E avout ite Breakfast Food . e . . 
family loves it Qi ick Quaker Oo ts : if 
| In p opo tt a to cala 1@5. 
Ki oO ay . 
package — toc * ni r rion rie. 






INVESTED IN QUAKER OATS 


: sther leading cereals 
Compared to the average of many ot 


GIVES YOU... 


MORE in body-building Protein @ 100% 


@ 95% MORE in Iron @ 429% MORE in 


Delictoues! Whole-Grain 


Contains 70 1.U. of 
Vitamin Bi per ounce 


Thuly, Canadas Favourite Breakfast Food! 
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the lane kept open. Then when the day 
arrives, home-coming members of the | 
family and visiting relatives step across 
the doorstep to the homiest jolliest 
Christmas in the world. 

The food for the dinner is mostly | 
home-grown and home-made. Up from 
the cellar or out of the vegetable pit 
come the supporting cast for the star 
of the feast—potatoes, squash, carrots, 
parsnips, onions, cabbage, beets, accord- | 
ing to what goes best with the bird that | 
will grace the platter. On the shelves of 
the fruit cupboard are the spicy pickles, 
bright jars of apple jelly and other tangy 
flavors to add that last touch of deli- 
ciousness to the main course. Mince pies 
are waiting to be warmed and cut in 
generous wedges, apples are ready for 
rubbing to a satiny sheen—and biting 
into as soon as the dinner “settles.” 

DINNER 
Spiced Cider Cup 
Roast Turkey with Sage and Onion 
Dressing 
Mashed Turnips Parsley Potatoes 
Harvard Beets 


Crab Apple Jelly 


han 


This Pineapple Upside-Down 
RON 20RD) 


Cake Is Stingy With Sugar 


eC ee ee Ce: 














If your iron “‘sputters’’—-if it 
does not give steady heat 

the cause may be a broken or 
damaged cord. Hardware 
dealers, appliance and depart- 
ment stores have a limited 
supply of new cords available 
at various prices. Get one now 
—if you need it—and enjoy 
greater satisfaction from your 
present electrical appliances. 


Celery 


Mince or Pumpkin Pie 


or Carrot Pudding 


ELECTRICAL 
APPLIANCES 


mete Meee ae a A ee) 


CANADAS 





rs round pao a 


mixture in pam ( 
substituted if pre 
shortening 
Mt aed 
: ae beaten egg 
2 tsp. Magic Bakiné 





Christmas 
at the Barracks 


THE SAME jolly old Santa who is too 
fat to see his own toes will carry his 
pack down the Barracks chimney. But 
one of his best gifts to the girls of the 
C.W.A.C. will come via the kitchen door 
as an army issue of plump tender 
turkeys and other seasonal fare for the i your appetite jaded during 
Christmas dinner. Then it’s up to the these tempestuous times— 
Messing Officer and Sergeant Cook to do your meals seem dull and 
devise a menu which makes the most uninteresting? 
of them. They’ll do it too, and the 
girls remaining on duty will sit down toa 
| real old-fashioned feast highlighted by 
| the brown-crusted turkey and topped 
off with a dark and spicy pudding. 
Canteen funds will provide the fixin’s 
for the meal—nuts, candies, cranberry 
sauce and those other little extras which 
give a special zip. They’re not in the 
rations, but canteen money is for just 


such purposes and occasions. 
, that make C 
Here’s the menu to be served hat makes corn starch 


cafeteria style—to the girls of No. 5 desserts delightful. 
Command, stationed at Davenport | e 
Barracks in Toronto. It makes me 


aia a mae ar ee ae ia Bee 


fer 


5° FE. for 45 
large roun 


Powder 


putter cake. Bake 4t 37 


on 
ix as a0y © _ Turn at once 
7 till done or whipped 





Tempt your family’s appetite 
with desserts that are delicious 
and nutritious — blanc manges 
and puddings that can be made 
easily and at little cost, with 
Canada Corn Starch. 


The fine quality of Canada 
Corn Starch gives the best pos- 


sible results—a smooth texture 


Try this sparing-of-sugar 
“Magic” recipe for de- 
licious Pineapple Upside-Down Cake. It 
calls for only a modest 14 of a cupful! 


‘BE SUGAR-WISE! 


fale hi s 


MADE IN CANADA 


' . Use ‘‘Magic’’ 
Be PAINS -WiSEt without fail! This 
pure, always dependable baking powder 
makes cakes so tender and fine-textured, so 
delectably fluffy and light, that 3 out of 4 
Canadian housewives prefer it to all others. 




























BE BUDGET-wisE! "°°ush “Magic” 
for an average 
baking costs less than a penny! And 
“Magic” prevents waste of good in- 
gredients— keeps down food costs. Get 
tried-and-true, economical Magic Baking 
Powder today! 


hungry just to write it down and | 
bet you’ll smack your lips as you read it. 
Tomato Cocktail 
Roast Turkey with Dressing 
Giblet Gravy 
Parsley Potatoes 


Cranberrv Sauce 

Mashed Turnips 
Shredded Cabbage with French Dressing 

Apple Relish 
Plum Pudding with Sauce 
Mince Pie Christmas Cookies 
Cheese and Crackers 
Nuts Candies Oranges 
Tea Milk 





CANADA 


The CANADA STARCH COMPANY Limited, Montreal, Toronto 


FREE! Send for the excellent 
Recipe Booklet “52 Desserts”. 


Write enclosing one box-top 







or complete label from any 
Canada Starch product. 
Address Department R.45 
Canada Starch Home Ser- 
vice, Box 129, Montreal. 





CORN 
STARCH 









cs 


earache. If, however, a baby with a cold 
starts to scream, and won’t stop 
screaming, no matter what you do for 
him, you can be pretty sure that he is 
suffering from pain In his ears, Older 





infants may pull at their cars if they are 
sore and of course older children can tell 
you where the trouble is. A doctor 
should always see a baby or child with 
a serious and 


Do not call 
your doctor tn the middle of the night, 


an earache, because it Is 


+ . a. 
often dangerous aisease, 


unless the pain is very severe, but 


consult him first thing in the 


ig > morning. 
> ‘ 
Running Cars are even more dang« rous 


and should always be under a physician’s 


WHAT 
DO YOU 
WANT 
FOR 
(‘| —_- 





OW orem 
LRAT 








Sometimes babies with colds develop 
convulsions. They too are a serious 
sign. Put jn a call for your physician 
at once. While you are waiting for him, 
he will probably tell you to give your 
baby a mustard bath. To do this, fill 
the baby’s small bath about half full 
with warm water (100 deg. Fahr., best 
measured with a bath thermometer). 
Place a heaping tablespoon of mustard 
n a piece of cotton, twist it into a bag 
and squeeze it out until the water is a 
canary yellow. Place baby in the bath, 

taking care to keep his head out of the 
water, and rub the wate on him 
vigorously until he is a good pink 
color. Then take him out and wrap him 
This treat- 
ment will usually relieve the convulsion, 


quickly in warm blankets. 


but only your doctor can tell you how to 
treat the disease which has caused 
Convulsions must not be blamed on 
teething as this alone does not cause 
them, 

Children who suffer from many colds 
often have diseased tonsils. Such 
youngsters are usually pale and listless 
The removal of 
tonsils is quite a simple operation and 
nothing to fear. If your child is suffering 
from the above-mentioned disorders you 


and have poor appetites 


must, In the interests of his health, have 
his throat examined by a competent 
physician to see if bad tonsils are the 
source of the trouble. # 


oe ene ne meme 


Adelaide M. Plumptre, Vice-Chairman, Canadian Red Cross 


Executive Committee, and Hon. Director, Red Cross Enquiry 


Bureau, Ottawa, answers our question with the following 


verses: 


There's little for myself I want—except the power of giving 
To those who want for everything that makes life worth the 


} 
iving 
siving,. 


I want a shining fairy 
playtai ngs, 





I want a great big Lancaster 


plane, all packed with glittering 


, too, and oranges, and every kind of gay things, 
y just a touch of joy across the broad Atlantic 
To little tearstained boys and girls—or is that too romantic? 


or better still, some clippers, 


All loaded down with solid meat or tasty things, like kippers; 
With sugar, tea and marmalade, and biscuits, cheese and 


salmon, 
With cigarettes and 
backgammon 


Where lads from Canada 
To bear to those “unlucky 


them 


Some tokens clear they still 


to teach them. 


Yes! That's my “want” 
others: 


‘ 


It's just the “want” that 


and mothers. 


r Christmastide: 


books and games like checkers or 


are held, in spite of all embargoes! 
g 


guys’ whose parcels never reach 


have friends—fresh faith and hope 


no need to mention 


ills the hearts of scores of wives 









Here are handy sets of 
fine toilet preparations for 
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* BABY’S OWN 


baby. These attractive Baby's nae. 
Own Bath Sets contain three ae 
preparations every baby needs. * BABY’S OWN 
They're made especially for baby’s POWDER 


delicate skin! 


LEADING RETAIL STORES 


—116 Yours 
CLL: 


——— 


192671942 


UNTLEY s. PALMERS 
BISCUITS 


READING ENGLAND 
Shipments will be resumed 
when conditions permit 
Repre CHIUTLIVE 
KELLY. DOUGLAS & CO te 367/377. Water Street. Vancouver. 
MacLAREN-WRIGHT LTD., 69, Front Street I Toronto, 
ROSE & LAFLAMME LTD. 400, St. Paul Street West, Montreal. 
W. L. MACKENZIE & CO., LTD., 141. Bannaty Avenue E.. Winnipeg. 


LT 
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Be fair to TTS 
about. 


gy FAIR to yourself, young lady! Do you 
suffer through those “blue days” every 
month because you must, or only because you 
donothing torelievefunctional periodic pain? 

If you have no organic disorder needing 
special medical or surgical treatment, Midol 
should ease the pain quickly —let you carry 
on actively in spite of the time of month. 
Midol does this regularly for millions of 
others, 

When you try it, be sure of this— Midol 
contains no opiates. One ingredient of 


gives you the help of two other ingredients 
as well—one to prolong the comfort most 


users enjoy, and another to counteract that 


any drugstore. Or, for free trial box mailed 
prepaid, send name and address to Helen 
Crosby, General Drug Company, Dept. 232. 
Windsor, Ontario. 


MIDOL 


GREY STREAKS 


that age you can be 
tinted to their natural 
colour with 

Evan Williams TUNISIAN 
HENNA 


In all Shades 
from Blonde 
to Black 








The ideal practical 

everyone. Made in i i 

too. Cash’s Names provide tl! 
t economical 


nit so I! 








personal ft 
























o-5 not available 


duration 

From your dealer or write us z 
CASH’S 12 Grier Street - 
; Belleville, Ont. 

¢ TRIAL orres: Send 10c for 1 doz. 
of your own first name. 


oe 



















ele re 
ae 








miserable feeling of depression! Get Midol at | |. ; ee 
| discharge of anyone suffering from the 


Midol is widely used to relieve muscular | 
pain and headache, speedily. But Sass | 


MADE IN CANADA | 


RELIEVES ee PERIODIC PAIN | 


| the older youngsters can be 


*\ 
.. @.5 
LS het 


a T7TTH: 







What Can We Do About Colds? 


By Elizabeth Chant Robertson, M.D. 


HE COMMON cold its a terrible 


bugbear to most of us, but 
especially to the mother with 


young children. Anything that will help 
cut down the number of colds is worth 
knowing. They are always caused by 
minute germs which are passed about 
from one person to another. 
these germs are present in the nasal 


early stages of a cold. When he blows 
his nose he often gets this germ-laden 
discharge on his hands, and when he 
sneezes or coughs he sprays it into the 
air, ready for the next person to breathe 
in. A person suffering from a cold should 
wash his hands frequently and thoroughly 
and should cover his mouth and nose 
| when he sneezes and coughs, in order 
to keep his cold as much as possible 
to himself. Also it is a good plan to 
wear gloves on streetcars and in other 
crowded places. If you go barehanded, 
you should wash well on reaching home. 

Whether your child catches a cold or 
not depends on two factors, First, the 
number and virulence of the cold germs 
that he takes into his body, 
his resistance against disease, or what 
you might call the general state of his 
health. Many factors affect his resistance. 
In order to keep it high, he needs enough 


and second 


of the right kinds of foods, he needs 
plenty of sleep, plenty of exercise, 


plenty of sunshine and plenty of fresh air. 
should aim, both 
during the day and the night, to clothe 
our youngsters so that they are warm 
but not too hot. 
houses should be about 68 degrees Fahr. 
When children get their feet wet, they 
should change their footgear promptly. 
For younger children this means con- 
stant vigilance by those in charge, but 
taught to 
take this responsibility on themselves. 

The air in many houses is extremely 
dry in the wintertime, Often it is as 
dry as it is over the Sahara desert! It 
r¢ al add 


Besides this we 


The temperature of our 


Is a advantage to moisture 


Many of 


to such air, or in other words to humidify 
it. Often in hot air furnaces there Is a 
tank into which water can be poured. 
The heat of the 
into water vapor. 


Many 


available 


furnace converts this 
This is quit ey alual le. 
other humidifying devices are 
and 
advised to look over the field for 


health and comfort at home. 


you would be well 


greater 


THE YOUNGER the 


important it is to keep him away from 


baby, the more 
peoplewith colds. On noaccount let them 
near your infant. If you can keep 
them out of the house, 


come 
so much the 
because colds often make babies 
Therefore do not take 
your infant into crowded places, such as 


be tter, 
dangerously ill. 


streetcars or stores, because the chances 
re that someone with a cold will com« 
your way and your baby will catch it. 
If you get a cold yourself, protect your 
infant in you can. 
your nose and mouth with a mask mad 


every Way Covet 
wash yout 
and 
them in some disinfectant solution such 
as dilute dettol 
two tumblers of water). 


of one layer of flannelette, 
hands often and carefully, rinse 
tablespoons to 
You can keep 
this solution in a small basin and use 


needs to be 


(two 


it many times before it 
renewed, 

As soon as your infant or young child 
shows signs of a cold, put him to bed, 
and keep him under the covers. This 
will mean pretty constant attention if h« 
is a toddler. If he is feverish, you should 
consult your physician. The danger in 
these young children is that the cold 
may develop into tonsillitis, bronchitis, 
pneumonia or earache. 

Earache is due to inflammation of the 
inner part of the ear. 
canal 


There is a small 
with the 
throat, and the germs of a cold or sore 
throat may make their way up this into 
the ear. 


connecting each ear 


The germs do not get into the 
ear from the outside, despite a common 
belief to this effect. Small infants have 
no way of telling us that they have an 








|MOTHERS 


Don’tlet frequent ; 


COLDS: 


Endaiger your 
children 


at | 
NEW FASTER-PENETRATING RUB 
Gives 3-way relief—clears the 
head, loosens the cough, breaks 
up croupy congestion overnight. 





When your child .gets a cold, get it under 
control faster with this diffe rent—better—more 
highly medicated rub, made by the makers of 
Buckley’s Mixture. Just massage chest, back 
and throat with Buckley’s White Rub. It’s fast, 
soothing action clears the stuffed-up head; 
breaks up croupy congestion; loosens the hard 
cough; makes breathing easy; brings sooth- 


ing comfort to raw, irritated throats. Buckley's 
White Rub must give relief in less time than 
any rub you have ever used or money back. 
Price 30c and 50c. 





Believe 
Itch Fast 


Scratching 4. 


For quick relief from itching of ecze _ pimples, ath- 
lete’s foot, scales, scabies, rashes and other externally 
caused skin troubles, use fast-acting, cooling, anti- 
septic, liquid D. D. D. Prescription. Greaseless, 
stainless. Soothes irritation and quickly stops intense 
itehing. 35c trial bottle proves it, or money back. Ask 
your druggist today for D.D.D. PRESCRIPTION, 


ae eee) 
oS 
vitae 8 
ers 
NOW 
a 
SEEDS EARLY 


ali d wh) 

A SERIOUS 
SHORTAGE IN 
MANY 
VARIETIES 


SEND TODAY FOR YOUR COPY 
OF OUR 1943 SEED AND NURSERY CATALOG 


DOMINION SEED HOUSE 


GEORGETOWN, ONT. 
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Get this book! 65 
exquisite styles for 
baby garments. Tini- 
Tome ty. tae) Ml -M e 
years. Use 
Wools. 


LULNI 


BABY BOOK 
No. 19 — 25c 


From your dealer, or 
send money to The 
Regent Knitting Mills 
Limited, Montreal. 
Dept. Ci2 


Regent 


cs 


a) 


plant. It happens that a picture of 
Women at Work published in your 
magazine included myself among the 
My friends and | 
surprised and interested to open the 


number. were 
magazine on that occasion and find 
ourselves unexpectedly pictured there. 
to much 


But 


for the ‘duration’ I can’t put any of it 


“As a housewife I used 


enjoy Miss Campbell’s section. 


into practice. It will be a happy day 
‘Meals of the Month’ 


feature again rich source 


when her 
becomes a 
of suggestions for me.” 

Editor's Note: We're pretty proud of 
you, and the thousands of other Chate- 
laine readers who have moved up to the 
industrial front line. We know your nor 
mal routine has changed, but perhaps 
you haven't realized that ours, too, is 
changing, to keep abreast of the needs of 
the times. Chatelaine’s war job is to help 
you through the “duration” to those hap- 
pier days ahead. 

Helen Campbell says: ‘’Tell her I'll be 
very cross with her if she doesn’t look 
after feeding herself properly, even 
though she hasn't time for housekeeping. 
How can a girl make gun parts if she 
doesn't have a good breakfast under her 
belt? How can she stand the long atfter- 
noon gaff if she doesn’t eat a decent 
lunch, in the canteen or out of a box? 
Tell her those Lunch Box Menus in the 
November issue were planned for -her, 
and so was the new Chatelaine Service 
Bulletin, “Workers Must Eat.’” 


More Hospitality, Please! 
To the Editor: 

Your magazine has a 
fluence on Canadian women than any 
I know. If you would kindly consider 
the following suggestion, I would be 


greater in- 


very grateful. 

Canada is doing splendid work in 
providing mass social entertainment 
for the boys In uniform, but every one 
of the lonely young Australians and 
sun-tanned New Zealanders and shy 
young Britishers needs some place 
that is really home to him—some plac« 
where he can drop in any time and 
know he will be welcome. 

These boys and our own Canadia: 
lads far from home need friends who 
will believe in them, who will give 
them strength and confidence to face 
another Dieppe. Can’t we give them 
.of simple hos- 


the 


pleasant memories 


pitality shared after fun of 


skiing or tobogganing.. .of singsongs 
round the grate fire...of wiener 
roasts, treasure hunts, hikes? If we 


take 


into our comfortable homes, treating 


would only these youngsters 
them as we would like the English 


people to welcome our own lads 
over there, giving them the purest, 
wholesomest kind of fun, there would 
be no danger of them stooping to 
anything that was not fine. 

If you wished, vou could make Can- 
ada famous as the friendliest, kindliest, 
most sincerely hospitable country in 


the world, because you are so cleve 


with the words that are so clumsy #% 
Y ae 


when I use them.... oy 
Regina, Sask. Irma Conn. BS 
Editor's Note: We think you have stated e 
the case very well, and we hope your @ 
letter will inspire many of our readers to ‘: 
offer friendly hospitality to the boys in 
uniform. Christmas is coming, friends, By 
and a barracks never looks like home, @ 
no matter how much red crepe paper the SR 
men put up. “y 
A Gift To The Queen ie 
Dear Marie Le Cerf (Chatelaine Handi- sa 
crafts Editor): roy 
When you published that sampler, a 
‘“*A Tribute to Our Queen,” I sent for 
one, and as I am not good at fancy 3s 
work I asked a friend of mine, Mrs ‘@ 
William Rice of Chemainus, to work it %& 
for me. She did it beautifully—it i 
turned out nice enough, I thought, for % 
the Queen to see. So I ordered another * 
a) 


sampler and asked Mrs. Rice again to 


work it, telling her that I was going Se 


to send it tothe Queen forherbirthday jo 


sent off. Recently we received an 


3 
acknowledgment from Buckingham #% 
+-% 

: 


Palace, written by Her Majesty’s Acting 4 
Private Secretary, saying that, the 
Queen sent “her grateful thanks and 
that she greatly appreciates this mark % 


this year. In due time the sampler was ix 
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in this as it is not every day that a v 
letter comes to Canada and a small se 
place like Chemainus from the Queen’s % 
secretary, or that a piece of work from 2 
Chatelaine finds its way to Buckingham = 5 
Palace—is it? ae 
Chemainus, B.C. Evelyn C, Stubbs. 3% 
Editor's Note: Marie Le Cerf’s designs *%, 
have gone to China, South America, ij 
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Canada, but this is the first record of a +, 
finished piece of her needlecraft going to ava 
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Marie Le Cerf’s popular sampler 
design which was 
worked, and sent as a gift to the «a> 4 
Queen by one of our readers 
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Next time you buy a tooth brush 
keep this in mind: years of laboratory 
research have produced amazing new 
synthetic bristles . . . far superior to 
natural bristle. 


And among the new synthetic tooth 
brush bristles being marketed under 
various trade names, none is finer... 
none is more durable... none is more 
costly to produce than ‘‘Prolon,” the 
synthetic bristle in the Bonded Pro- 
phy-lac-tic Tooth Brush. 


“Prolon,” in fact, has a very im- 
portant p/us over any other synthetic 
bristle sold under any other name... 
only “Prolon” is rounded at the ends! 
See for yourself, in the photo-micro- 
the 
and 


eraphs, the difference between 


round bristle-ends of “Prolon” 


...and don’t miss this new line of 


hair brushes in gleaming Jewelite! 





Pro-phy t ; Jatest triumph! Dresser 

I snc J VCi i | ¢ ( st cle 

Che ( , £. jewe s. Moisture 
snow-v Pr Ss Sto$ 50 
Ss ¢ € Roll-Wa 


the harsh jagged points of ordinary 
bristle. Think of the difference on your 


gums! 
The only Tooth Brush in the World with: 


... ROUND-END BRISTLE 








pata! 


PROLON “ROUND-END” ORDINARY BRISTLE 


Actual Photo-Micrographs 





..- 51IX MONTHS MONEY-BACK 
GUARANTEE 


We have no way of telling how longa 
Bonded Pro-phy-lac-tic Tooth Brush 
willlast you...maybea year, 18 months, 
even longer. We can, and do, however, 
give a clear-cut 6-months money-back 
guarantee with each brush—the only 
brush in the world with this definite 
6-months guarantee of service. ‘That’s 
how sure we are of its dependability 


and durability! 








PRO-PHY-LAC-TIC BRUSH CO. (Canada) Ltd., Toronto 


MADE IN CANADA 
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Three Easy ways 






1. Run down your 
health! Insufficient 
sleep and rest, lack of 
exercise and fresh air, 
improper dict, con- 
stant overwork to the | 
point of exhaustion— 
all these undermine 
your resistance to dis- 
ease, , 


2. Get chilled 
through! Exposure 
to chilling can lead to 
pneumonia, especially 
when you arerundown 
physically or have a 
cold. A chill followed 
by fever is one of the 
early signs of pneu- 
monia, 


3. Neglect a cold! Although pneu- 
monia sometimes attacks without warn- 
ing, it usually follows acold, influenza, or 
infection of the nose, throat or lungs. 
Early signs are coughing, accompanied 
by pain in the side or chest . . . thick, 
rust-coloured sputum. ..rapid breathing. 


Three Sensible ways to avoid Pneumonia 
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1. Keep fit! Most 
adults require eight 
hours of sleep daily, 
children considerably 
more. Regular exer- 
cise, outdoors if possi- Ts 
ble, is important and @ 

so is relaxing recrea- 
tion. Above all, a well- 
balanced diet, includ- | 
ing vegetables, fruits | 
and milk, will help you. | 








2. Avoid chilling! 


Dress warmly during 
the ‘‘pneumonia 
months,” early winter 
to late spring. Lower 
home temperatures 
this winter may require 
watmer dress indoors. 
Chilling is especially 
risky when you are 
over-tired. Change wet 
clothing and shoes as 
soon as possible, 


3. Watch that cold! Respiratory in- 


fections often pave the way for pneu- 
monia. It is best to take seriously even a 
common cold. If a cold is very severe or 
lingers on, be particularly careful. The 
wisest precautions are: Go to bed... call 
the doctor! 


HE amazing reduction in the death rate 

from pneumonia in the last few years is 
due largely to the use of the new sulfa 
compounds. 


The greatest service you can perform for one 
who develops signs of pneumonia is to call the 
doctor immediately. The doctor (and no one 
but the doctor) should be given the earliest 
opportunity of using the powerful sulfa 


drugs. In most types of pneumonia his 
chances are excellent of both hastening re- 
covery and of preventing serious, perhaps 
fatal, consequences. 

Metropolitan will send you upon request a 
free pamphlet, ‘‘Colds, Influenza and Pneu- 
Write Booklet Dept. 12 L 42 
Canadian Head Office, Ottawa. 


- 9 
monia. 





Metropolitan Life Insurance Company 


(A MUTUAL COMPANY) 
NEW YORK 
Frederick H. Ecker, CHAIRMAN OF THE BOARD 


CANADIAN HEAD OFFICE, OTTAWA 


Leroy A. Lincoln, prEesIDENT 
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Boom Town Nostalgia 


Dear Editor: 

I have just been reading your article 
on “War Wives’ Boom Town” (Nov- 
ember issue). As I was one of the first 
inhabitants of Park Avenue—one of 
the two houses there being especially 
built for me—I was very interested. 
I had the honor of naming one of the 
other streets mainly inhabited by 
We called it “Rotten 
Row,” which seemed most appropriate 


officers’ wives. 


as the outlet to the sewage disposal 
ran down one side in a deep ditch, and, 
although it had been purified by the 
latest 
anything but pure at times! 


very equipment, it smelled 

The spirit of the community was 
wonderful, Everyone shared what they 
had with everyone else—darning wool, 
washtubs, irons, furniture and any- 
thing that was needed. 

My husband and | built an outside 
fireplace and spent many 
evenings thcre with the neighbors 
who would drop in to sit around the 
fire and have coffee. No person eve! 
thought of coming empty-handed, 
and many and the 
refreshments. 

I would like to pay tribute to the 
wonderful spirit of the farmers in the 
neighborhood. Their kindness 
enough to warm the heart of even the 
most reserved among us, The little 
girl who brought the milk to my place 
each day was one of the dearest 
children one could meet anywhere, 
and although it is over a year since 
I left the West, I still write to and hea 
from her regularly. 


pleasant 


varied were 


was 


Last summer my little daughter and 
I were living in Trenton’s Boom Town 
in a motor next summer we 
shall move on to some other Boom 
Town, but to all the Boom Towns 
near R.C.A.F. camps may I propose 


this toast: 


camp; 


“Be it ever so humble, there’s no 
place like Boom Town!” 
Toronto. One Who Knows! 










Objection From the Maritimes 


To the Editor: 

I have just read Martha Ostenso’s 
story in Chatelaine, titled “The Stars 
Over Home.” 
she writes of “the boys of ours re- 
turning to their the 
breadth of the land, from the Gulf 
of St. Lawrence to the Rockies.” 

Can it possibly be that the author 
that the Maritime 
Provinces are doing their part in the 
war? 
having been discharged from military 


In the first paragraph 
homes 


across 


does not realize 


Our boys are also returning, 


Many are prisoners and 
If you will 


hospitals. 
many will never return. 
look up statistics you will see that in 
proportion of population, the largest 
enlistment of men has been from the 
Province of New Brunswick. 

Perhaps the author should be in- 
formed that the Maritime Provinces 
are New Brunswick, Nova Scotia and 
Prince Edward Island 
Saint John, N.B. C.S. Smith. 

Editor's Note: One moment, please! 
That geographical reference was meant 
to be all-embracing — “across. the 
breadth of the land,” from east to west. 
And the last time we stood on the shore 
at Shediac, N.B., and on the wharf at 
Cape Tormentine, N.B., weren't we facing 
the Gulf of St. Lawrence which just there 
travels under an assumed name (North- 
umberland Strait)? And, unless these old 
eyes deceived us, we saw an awful lot of 
Gulf from the Cabot Trail in Nova Scotia 
and from the sandy beaches of P. E. I. 

But let’s not argue. Let's get this 
straight: Anyone who thinks Chatelaine 
would countenance invidious reference to 
any part of our country and its war ser- 
vice has us dead wrong. You can bank 
on that to your last War Savings 
Certificate. 


Greetings From the Production 
Line 

Mrs. Alex Sloan, Montreal, sending 
in a new address for her Chatelain 
subscription, writes: “May I take this 
opportunity to mention that my hus- 
R.C.N.V.R., 
and | am one of those service men’s 
in a gun 


band is serving in the 


wives engaged in industry 





“Be it ever so humble, there’s no place like Boom Town!” 
This is a view of one of the residential sections in the war 
wives’ community near Dafoe, Sask. 
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have at least one helping of green or yellow vegetables 
some raw, some cooked.” 


“Green vegetables!’ bellowed Elmer, “I say it’s 
spinach and to . 


“And to this,”’ interrupted Elsie hastily, “should be 
added potatoes, other vegetables or fruits in season.” 


‘Bread and butter, too?’’ Beulah wanted to know. 


“Certainly,” said Elsie. “Both bread and cereal are 
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excellent foods. They should be either whole grain 
products or Canada Approved bread and flour, or 
cereals restored to their whole grain nutritive value. 
Butter, peanut butter, and similar nourishing spreads 
are fine, too.”’ 

“They won’t get away with it,” said Elmer positively. 
““Men want meat.” 

“Everybody needs meat,” Elsie told him, ‘‘or fish, or 
poultry .. . every day. Then, folks occasionally ought 
to have dried beans, peas, or nuts.” 


. EACH DAy, 





OR FISH. 





any eggs.” 


4 Ve « e em h d F| ° 
f “Oops, I’ve got em,” panted Elmer. “O-w-w, tl 
[7 f ANMCING YOUur We é a ug e sie ae ne <a he ‘I ia ake didn’t sae 


cc “Of course, I bought eggs,” said Elsie. “‘Everyone 

H, MPF!’ grunted Elmer, the bull. “‘Every “I might have known milk would be your idea of necds at least 3 or 4 eggs a week. We’re lucky that we 
newfangled idea you get seems to wind up as a lot of good nutrition,” snorted Elmer sarcastically. can cook them anyway we choose, because, from the 
work for me. There’s not a word in Canada’s Nutrition looks of these packages, we’re going to have an omelet!” 


Frog abot ny having to lug all these bundles.” ‘ . ” 
Program about my h a a [rouble, nothing but trouble,’ groaned Elmer. 


“Oh, stop grumbling and tote home these pack- 
ages,” prompted Elsie. “It will build up your muscles. 
And, don’t forget—the whole idea behind the Canadian 


“What's nutrition, mummy?” interrupted little 
| 
le 


Jeulah, who doesn’t know too many long words. ‘* Is 


a bling, Elmer lin fe VERS 
S100 YOM. 1G, El, 110 fust “Daddy, daddy,” screamed little Beulah, “the 
packages on top are falling off!” 


it something you catch—like the measles?” 


‘“Mfercy, no,” laughed Elsie, the Borden Cow. “In Nutrition Program is: ‘Eat the right foods for health, 
¢ = times like these, particularly, good nutrition is just for Canada!” 
good eating sense. It’s eating the right amouunis of 
. | spice alice fou 7 ; 2 : — 
the right kind of Soode—-foods that make us strong snd Elsie says: “We at the Borden Company are so enthusiastic 


] 


healthy so we can do our level best to help win the about Canada's Nutrition Program that we're using this space 


to tell you about it, instead of talking about our own products.” 





war.” 


“I guess valuable foods like that must be pretty cei it , et oe oe , raed 
It isn’t mine, it’s Canada’s,”’ smiled Elsie. “Milk. of 


- 


Ny a, oe enn ” ‘ a -- asked Beulah, rubbing her small stomach anxiously. BS es : ' : RIGHT FOODS 
FOR HEALTH 


scarce and expensive,”’ sighed little Beulah. : r as 
I course, is only one part of good nutrition. Among 
Not at all,” said Elsie. They're the appetizing other things, everyone ought to eat oranges, tomatoes ' 
grapefruit, raw cabbage, or salad greens every dav.” “t 
YERY DAy | ge, alad greer y day. 
MILK PRODUCT. ODY Yr es : —— : 
prod Ras . FOR EVERYB' - = How can one person eat all that at the same time?” i 





=. 


\ iE was 1 H r FOR CANADA 
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everyday foods all Canadians know and love. Take 
milk products, for instance. Everyone needs a pint of 
milk a day, and children need a quart. Or there’s 
cheese, and evaporated or dried milk—and ice cream, ““One of each a day is enough,” exnlained Elsie. 





which are practically the same as milk.” *“Because, in addition, every day a person ought t Borden Company, Limited, 
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As the 
Editor 
Sees It 


ANADA’S fourth wartime 
> Christmas is just beyond that 

eastern horizon line. It will 
dawn first for our prisoners of war in 
Hong Kong, our nursing sisters in 
Africa, our airmen in Libya; it will 
show as a grey chink in the blackout 
curtains of our soldiers’ huts in 
Britain; it will pale into morning 
light over the high seas where the 
men of the merchant service and 
the corvettes never relax their 
watch. 

So Christmas, that ancient anni- 
versary of the promise of peace to 
all mankind, will come to Canada. 
It will find us a changed nation. In 
the past year we have learned to be 
resolute in purpose; we know now 
that a peace worth the winning must 
be fought and worked for here as well 
as on far-off battlefronts. The homes 
of the country have been mobilized 
to a degree undreamed of twelve 
months ago. We are learning new 
lessons of self-denial and sharing. 
We are developing character as a 
nation and as individuals. 

Perhaps, come to think of it, we 





are earning the right to Christmas 
in a way never before quite realized. 
Perhaps, now that the outward show 
and trappings, the fuss and fury of 
the season, are dropping away from 
us as We pursue more serious business, 
we shall find the real spirit of 
Christmas, the real essence of it, 
which, once discovered, can flood 
our lives with hope and joy and zeal. 

That is Chatelaine’s C) istmas wish 
for you, and for all Canadians, at 
home and afar. 


Every good housekeeper carries 
in her mind a picture of the ideal 
Christmas Day and the big climax 





of dinner. A lot of bustle in the 
kitchen, many trips back and forth 
over that well-travelled route to the 
dining room, much concern over the 
lordly bird in the oven, and a gracious 
acknowledgment of compliments once 
it’s on the table. . 

For twenty years that’s the way 
it was for a certain woman of our 
acquaintance. Last year it was 
different. As one of the voluntary 
staff at an active service canteen, she 
was donning smock and apron at 
7 a.m. precisely, stuffing and trussing 
eleven turkeys in the next hour, 
rushing them into the battery of 
ovens and hovering over them for 
the next three hours until they were 
ready to emerge. She sat on the edge 
of the kitchen table to eat her own 
dinner, and paid the regular 25 cents 
for it. It was the most satisfying 
Christmas in years, she said—and no 
gift would ever be as nice as the 
box of chocolates sent in by an Air 
Force lad out front who wanted to 
thank “those grey-haired ladies in 
the kitchen” for their hard work. 

P.S.—She’s put her name down 
for the Christmas Day shift this 
year, which will be just like the 
previous one except that 

P.P.S.—There will be seventeen 
turkeys. 

wy 

What’s wrong with Canada’s eat- 
ing habits? Why are so many of our 
volunteers for active service under- 
weight and undernourished? What 
are we learning from the “fatigue 
curves” and absenteeism records in 
our war industries? These and other 
pertinent questions, which concern 
all Canadians but especially the 
housekeepers of the nation, will be 
discussed in lively vein in our Janu- 
ary, 1943, issue which will be a 
Nutrition Number. 

Nutrition is a critical national 
problem, absorbing the attention of 
many wise and learned heads, but it 
happens to be the type of problem 
which can only be solved in the 
individual home and kitchen. Janu- 
ary Chatelaine will bring you a 
round-dozen features planned to help 
you do a better nutritional job on 
your own home front. You can count 


on us—and we're counting on you! 
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The right of men and women to worship God in 
the church of their choice 


- | ee 
Someday there will be no restrictions on - 

our making the Community you love, but now, 

more and more, the skills and facilities of 


, PLATE 
Community* are being devoted to the war that THE FINEST SILVER 
must be fought and won. To us, this page 
tries to express one of the many things for 


which Canada is fighting. 
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